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PREFACE. 



There are certainly times when the powers of the mind 
demand complete relaxation, when a little nonsense may 
be indulged in. The bow that is never unstrung loses its 
elasticity, and the mind whose powers are kept up to the 
extremest tension at last finishes its labors in insanity. 
Jesting is not unlawful if it does not trespass in quantity, 
quality, or season, for mirth is nature's medicine, and he 
who fails to bathe in it occasionally loses much of the sun- 
shine of existence. A man without mirth in his soul is 
like a wagon without springs ; every pebble over which 
he passes in the road of life jolts him severely. We need 
all the counter-weight we can find to balance the serious 
and trying realities of life. If Goi has made sunny spots 
in our hearts why should we exclude the light from them ? 

Men laugh more heartily at nonsensical pranks, practi- 
cal jokes, humorous sayings and comparisons, than at those 
sallies of wit which are purely intellectual, and therefore 
we contend that a little unadulterated nonsense, now and 
then, is most desirable and praiseworthy. Doubtless nine 
•readers out of ten turn to the wit and humor columns of 
their weekly paper, and have a merry session over it, before 
consulting the graver and more substantial editorial mat- 
ter. This is instinctive; the mind seeks the pleasant food, 
which at certain times it craves, and this is in itself suffi- 
cient authority for an occasional descent into realms of 



iv Preface. 

mirth. We wouldn't give a fig for the heart or the head 
of the man who could listen sourly and unmoved to the 
thousand times repeated jokes of the clown in the ring, or 
who could scold at Pucky or get angry over an April- 
fool hoax, or the frequent " sells *' so common in the com- 
munity. If any one doubts that nature has its ludicrous 
side let him watch the practical jokes of kittens and 
monkeys. As to laughter, that is the privilege of reason, 
and it is confined to the human species. 

Don't be deceived by those who put on a sombre and 
dreary air, and assume to be seriously wise. There is a 
vast difference between happiness and wisdom. He who 
thinks himself the happiest man is really so, but he who 
thinks himself the wisest is likely to be the greatest fool. 
Solomon, the wisest of mortals, decided that everything 
was mere vanity, and Socrates, after a life devoted to wis- 
dom, discovered that the extent of knowledge taught him 
that he knew nothing. " Wisdom is oftentimes nearer 
when we stoop than when wo soar," said Wordsworth. 
Harmless mirth is the best cordial in the world for an 
over-wrought brain and the weary body. A good hearty 
laugh is like a burst of sunshine on a cloudy day, radiating 
both heaven and earth. 

The Author, 
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Exohanging Dusters. 

EXPERIENCE OF A HUMORIST AND CLERGYMAN. 

I HTTKRiEDLY Called f or my linen duster (ever since my 
uncle in California left me $300,000 I always wear a linen 
duster when I travel ; I feel as though I could afford it, 
and society rather demands it of me), and climbed into the 
train and waited for it to start. By and by I reached into 
the capacious pockets of that duster, and in an idle, vagrant 
kind of a moment, drew forth a Police Gazettey radiant 
with the usual astonishing display of all kinds of stockings 
in all manner of attitudes save proper ones, with female 
figures attached to them. Now I never buy and never 
read that journal, and was amazed to find it in my pocket. 
I went down again and brought up a couple of beer tickets. 
Then I raked again and found a piece of billiard chalk, 
several grains of coffee, and a bit of lemon peel. It seemed 
to me that my ordinary well-behaved and exemplary duster 
had evidently been out with the boys last night, instead of 
reposing in the quiet of the coat room. Curious to know 
just how far this iniquity went .1 reached into another 
pocket and found a corkscrew, three dice reveling in the • 
luxurious affluence of three aces apiece, and a poker check 
containing four kings of spades. I was ashamed of that 
duster. Not only had it been out with the boys, but it had 
fallen among thieves, and was itself the meanest thief of 
the lot, and unworthy to be called one of the boys. I was 
almost afraid to examine the last pocket, but finally I sent 
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down the gi-apple and np it came with a whiskey flask 
very empty but very odorous. 

I began to wish the train would start, so that I might 
watch my opportunity and throw the duster, with all its 
manifold iniquities on its wicked head, into the river. I 
stealthily felt under the bottle and found a pair of brass 
knucks. That settled it. My duster was irrevocably bad. 
I would wear it as far as the first river or first tunnel — I 
would wear it no farther. Would the train ever start ? 

Just then a gentle hand touched my shoulder — I started 
guiltily and looked up expecting to see a policeman. If I 
had l?een arrested on any charge, burglary, murder, sheep 
stealing, treason, anything, I should have given in and 
gone right along. I hadn't enough confidence in myself 
to deny anything. But when I looked I saw a kind, tender 
face, and I heard the pleasant voice of a Methodist clergy- 
man: 

" I beg your pardon," he said, " but I fear you and I 
have exchanged dusters. I only noticed the change this 
moment, when I found some letters and lecture tickets 
bearing your name in the pockets. The mistake was my 
own I have no doubt. I am so careless, and our dusters are 
so nearly alike." 

I was so shocked that I didn't know what to say nor 
where to look, but I had just enough sense to say, **Yes, that 
is my duster you hold in your hands ; I couldn't find 
my own in the coat room, and took the only one that was 
left." And then I gave the good, innocent man the vil- 
lainous old sin-dyed Philistine that had been corrupting 
my morals all the morning. 

And then, to sit there and never look around, but just 
listen to the man's exclamations of amazement and horror. 
First he found the billiard chalk. He did'nt know what 
that was, so he only " H'm !" When he found the coffee 
grains — but he didn't exactly understand them, and he 
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just said " Ha I" Then he fished out the corkscrew, and 

he seemed to comprehend that in a general way, for he 

' said ** What !" in a staccato of a«=tonishment that elicited 

an encore from the entire audience. The poor man's 

" Merciful heavens !" that greeted the appearence of the 

whiskey flask was drowned in a perfect torrent of applause 

and wild cries of "Go on, go on," and "More." And 

then he pulled out the Police Gazette and the brass knucks, 

he fell back into his seat with an audible gasp of horror, 

and the whole car full of people just rose as one man and 

yelled and howled, and trampled on their hats and wanted 

to get out and tear the bottom out of the car and throw it 

into the Chenango River to express their feelings. I never 

saw so great enthusiasm over such a little thing. And the 

fainting clergyman came to me, holding the disreputable 

character-destroying old gallows bird of a duster in his 

trembling hands. 

" Sir!" he said, with a patient rebuke and pitiful appeal 
mingling in his tremulous utterance, " Sir ^" 

But I steeled my heart against him, because I was as in- 
nocent as himself, and it was the pulpit and the rostrum 
for it. 

" Go way," I said ; " don't bring it around here ! Don't 
you point that thing at me ! 'Taint mine ? You claimed 
it yourself ! Don't dare to charge me with it I Throw it 
under the car ! Bum it up ! I won't have it I Don't 
you dare " 

But the clergyman held it out toward me and raised his 
right hand appealingly to heaven. Just before the tableau 
began to tell with the jury, however, the porter came 
panting down to the train. He had an innocent-looking, 
duster in his hands, with a package of Sunday-school 
papers bulging in one pocket, and a Moody hymn-book 
flattening the other. 

" Gen'men," he said, " de barkeeper sent me down and 



8 HaI HaII HaI!I 

ho says as how somebody has dun' run away wid his 
duster, and he want it sent back or he make it pow'ful 
lively for de man what took it ef he tave to come after it 
hisself." 

That settled it. The clergyman took his own ulster and 
gave up the role of unrighteousness to the ambassador. 
The man on tlie wood box made a generally consolitary re- 
mark about the false and fatal strength of circumstantial 
evidence. The band played " Benny Come Back to the 
Farm," and the train pulled out. — Burlington Hawkey e. 



The Man with the Umbrella. 

Why it is that the public do not look kindly upon a 
man carrying an umbrella on a hot day is a mystery yet to 
be solved ; but the fact is they do not, and that not one 
man in a hundred has the moral courage to carry one. 

Yesterday, when an eminent and dignified citizen, com- 
ing back from his dinner, turned into Griswold street with 
an umbrella over his head, he was accosted with : 

" Been raining down your way ?" 

"Ko, sir." 

" Going to ?" 

" No, sir." 

" Then you cany the umbrella to keep the flies off ?" 

"Yes, sir." 

" Well, that's a good plan, and all soft men ought to 
practice it." 

The next man had a grin on his face as he called out : 

"What's that for?" 

" To keep the sun off." 

"What do you want to keep the, sun off for?" 

"Might get sunstruck." 

" Suppose you did ?" 

" Suppose you mind your business, sir ?" 
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The next one presumed upon his long friendship to halt 
the man with the umbrella and whisper : 

"Pretty sharp in you, old fellow — keeT> the bulge to- 
ward your creditors, and they can't see you !" 

Other men told him that wearing a poultice on the head 
would dispense with the umbrella, and others said if he 
was afraid of his ears being tanned he sliould fasten a fan 
on each side of his hat. Not one single man took him by 
the hand and encouraged him, and when he reached the 
post-office he was so discouraged that he lowered his shade 
and used it to punch the ribs of a boy who had begun to 
sing: 

" He's a flat— he's a feller. 
And he lugs an old umbrellar." 

— Detroit Free Press, 



The End of a New Jersey Goat, 

The Second Battalion of Hackensack recently halted in 
front of the Republican office and f onnally presented the 
editor with a goat, which they had unaccountably brought 
back with them from the Hohokus Encampment. The 
editor tied it to a Gordon press, and it ate the inking 
rollers. Next he turned it loose in the editorial rooms, 
where he could have an eye on it, and awoke in the course 
of an hour to And it on top of his desk devouring copy. 
Then he gave it to the devil. The devil sold it to a 
butcher, and the butcher killed it. 



A SMALL boy received a present of a toy trumpet, to 
which he became greatly attached. At night when he was 
about to be put to bed and was ready to say his prayers, 
he handed the trumpet to his grandmother, saying : 
" Here, gran'ma, you blow while I pray." 



10 



HaI HaII HaIII 



An Editor Dining Out. 

Quite a distinguished citizen and one of the members 
of the coi-ps editorial made a short excursion into the 
country, where they revelled some hours among the breezes 
and treeses, and finally returned at four o'clock, with 
appetites, it may easily be imagined, nicely sharpened for 
the enjoyment of a good dinner. After imbibing a glass 
of wine-bitters, our friend of the scissors and quill was in- 
vited by his companion to join him in a quiet dinner at his 
own domicil. 

" I have nothing nice," said he, " for I didn't think we 
should reach home in time to dine ; but I reckon I can 
make up something that will answer the demands of 
hunger for the nonce." 

" Oh, I'm not particular," replied the editor, " anything 
will answer my purpose. I'm one of those, you know, 
whose wants are very easily supplied." 

Shortening the way by easy and familiar chat, they at 
last reached the gentleman's dwelling, and at the summons 
of a bell, a favorite female servant appeared, her shining 
ebony face wreathed gaily in smiles. Whispering a few 
words in her master's ear, almost as soon as he had crossed 
the threshold, he exclaimed : 

" You don't say so ! what are they ?" 

Now, the editor, though by no means hard of hearing, 
did not quite distinctly understand the reply, for the 
reason that he did not wish to listen to what appeared to 
be a privcte colloquy. He thought, however, that the re- 
mainder of the conversation was about as follows : 

" A fine pair of ducks," said the servant. 

" You don't say so I" said the host. " Well, now I aw 
satisfied. Who would have thought thatl" 

" Go into the parlor," said he to his guest ; " I'll join 
you there in about five minutes." 



^ HaI HaI! Ha!!! 11 

The editorial gentleman quietly wended his way alone 
to the parlor, wondering in his own mind why such unusual 
disturbance about the dinner should be made, where eveiy- 
thing was generally conducted in the most simple and un- 
ostentatious manner possible ; but, nevertheless, secretly 
felicitating himself upon the f^ct that the dinner he was to 
enjoy was far more inviting than it had been represented. 
Five, ten, fifteen minutes had elapsed, and the liost did not 
present himself ; he fumbled over the pictures and books 
on the table, playing* awhile with the poodle dog which 
was taking a nap on the sofa, half whistled a tune or two, 
hummed the fraction of a psalm, and was finally found 
gazing on a painting of Mary Magdalen to discover new 
beauties, when his entertainer made his appearance just 
exactly the happiest looking man the editor had ever 
stumbled upon. 

** Excuse my detaining you," said he, " but you heard 
what Betty said at the door ?" 

** Eh, yes," replied the editor. 

** A pair of 'em, by Jove !" 

" So I understood her to say." 

"And a finer pair I never saw, though I say it who 
should not ; as plump, as fair, as bright as I ever laid my 
eyes on ; come join me in a drink." 

Adjourning to the sideboard, they filled their glasses 
and the editor gave : 

" Here's to them." 

" Good !" said the host ; "here's to them !" 

The editor was slightly astonished, for his friend's way 
of rejoicing over the ducks was quite singular — he tossed 
off his wine, and commenced promenading the room, rub- 
bing his hands, chuckling, and occasionally giving vent 
to a guffaw. 

"A pair — who'd have thought it; and all doing so nicely 
too /" was bia exclamation. 
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"How are you haying them fixed ?" inquired his visitor. 

"Oh, I leave that to the woman, of course. I don't 
meddle with that business." 

"But it's a pity, considering they are so very fine, that 
you liaven't another friend to dine with you." 

" Pardon me, I forgot. ' I am compelled to ask you to 
go somewhere else for your dinner." 

« To do what ?" 

" To dine somewhere else ! You see, all is in confusion ; 
the servants are all as busy as bees, it was so unexpected; 
in fact, I didn't think it would come off for a week." 

" Come off — what do you mean ?" 

** Why, the affair up stairs." 

** And what the devil is the affair up stairs ?" 

" Why, I thought you heard what the girl said at the 
door." 

" So I did — she said that you had a fine pair of ducks 
for dinner." 

« Fine pair of what ?" 

" Of ducks 1" 

" Fine devils 1 She told me that while we had been 
absent my wife had presented me with a fine pair of twins, 
both boys I" 

^^ ^fi ^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ 

The last we heard of the poor editor, he was partaking 
of soup — " solitary and alone " — at a restaurant. — Jointer's 
Gazette. 



The First Man. 



A GOOD story has been told of the Sunday-school scholar 
who, in reply to his teacher's question, " Who was the 
first man ?'' answered, " George Washington," and upon 
being informed that it was Adam, exclaimed : " Ah, well I 
If you are speaking of foreigners perhaps he was." 
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Encouragement. 

An amusing story is told of a little fellow named Artie, 
one of three brothers, whose parents had brought them up 
to be brave and self-reliant. He couldn't do much, but 
what he could do he did with all his might. 

And as their parents were Methodists of the good old- 
fashioned sort, the boys were in the habit of hearing — at 
such times — the hearty " Amen 1" break forth from their 
father's lips when the sermon was particularly enjoyable. 

One cold Sabbath day these children were left at home, 
with many cautions to be careful. 

Hardly had the parents left ere the wood-work near the 
stove-pipe was discovered to be on fire, and out of the 
children's reach ; but with wonderful activity and energy, 
the eldest climbed upon the table and put out the flames. 

When the father and mother returned they shuddered to 
see the danger to which their dear ones had been exposed, 
and with thankful hearts praised them for their courage. 

" How did you manage, Tommy, to reach the fire ?" 
asked their father. 

" Why," said Tommy, " I pushed the table up to the 
wall and got upon that." 

" And did you help brother, Jimmy ?" to the next. 

" Yes, sir ; I brought him a pail of water, and handed 
him the dipper." 

" And what did you do ?" said the proud father to his 
pet, the youngest of the group. 

" Well, papa," said Artie, " you see I was too small to 
help put out the fire, so I just stood by and hollered 
' Amen !' " 



Jones complained of a bad smell about the Post Office, 
and asked Brown what it could be. Brown didn't know, 
but suggested it might be the dead letters. 
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Ventriloquists : How they Amuse Themselves. 

NAMES OF SOME OF THE ANCIENT ADEPTS — A 
LAUGHABLE INCIDENT ON A RIVER STEAMER- 
HOW A HIGHWAYMAN WAS CAUGHT. 

Ventriloquism is said by history to have been 
thoroughly mastered by an old Athenian named Eurykles 
Then there were Professor Alexandre and Louis Brabout, 
of modem time. They were both Frenchmen. Brabout 
lived about the fourteenth century, and was said to be the 
best ventriloquist the world ever knew. Alexandre lived 
at an earlier period, and was noted more for his mimetic 
representations than for his ventriloquial powers. Profes- 
sor Love, of England, was celebrated in the art, and was 
rivalled by Professor Harrington, who died recently in 
Kevere, Mass. 

FBEDEBICK MACCABE. 

Of those living to-day, Frederick Maccabe and E. D. 
Davies are the greatest. Davies was the first ventrilo- 
quist to introduce figures as an assistant to the art in 
America. 

Maccabe was a great practical joker. Several years ago 
he was on board a river steamboat, and forming an 
acquaintance with the engineer, was allowed the freedom 
of the engine room. He took a seat in the corner, and, . 
pulling his hat down over his eyes, appeared lost in reverie. 
Presently a certain part of the machinery began to squeak. 
The engineer oiled it and went about his usual duties. In 
the course of a few minutes the squeaking was heard 
again, and the engineer rushed over, oil can in hand, to 
lubricate the same spindle. Again he rushed to his post, 
but it was only a few minutes until the same old spindle 
was squeaking louder than ever. " Great Jupiter !" he 
yelled, " the thing's bewitched 1" More oil was adminis- 
tered, but the engineer began to smell a rat. Pretty soon 
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the spindle squeaked again, and slipping up behind Maccabe, 
the engineer squirted a half pint of oil down the joker's 
back. *' There," said he, "I guess that spindle won't 
squeak any more !" The joke was so good that Maecabe 
could not keep it, and he often tells it with as much relish 
as his auditors receive it. 

At another time Maecabe was confronted by a highway- 
man on one of the lonely streets of Cincinnati, as be was 
returning to his home from a moonlight picnic. The robber 
presented a cocked revolver to the ventriloquist's head, 
demanding his money or his life. Maccabe's quick wit 
saved him. He threw his voice behind the robber exclaim- 
ing, " Hold, villain, you are my prisoner !" The fright- 
ened scamp turned his head, and Maecabe dealt him a 
blow that felled him to the ground. He then secured 
the revolver and marched the scoundrel to a police 
station. 

A PRACTICAL VENTRILOQUIST 

telJs what follows as an item of his own experience : " Re- 
cently I was traveling with a musical combination. One 
day, while riding on the cars, I threw my voice into a 
covered basket, and set up a furious barking like a dog. 
The lady beside whom the basket was sitting gave a 
scream and bounded out of the seat. Then I made a cat 
join in the row, and a brakeman came running pell-mell to 
quiet the disturbance. He jerked the lid oflF the basket 
and found nothing but a lot of delicious peaches the lady 
was taking home. The crowd was considerably mystified. 
Then I sent a bumble-bee buzzing about the brakeman's 
ears, and he retreated. A gentleman who was standing 
near heard a wolf growl so . ferociously behind him that 
he jumped two feet high. Then the lady was made to 
believe that a mouse's nest had found lodgment in her 
pocket, and the circus was complete. But I don't believe 
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mncb in such capers, and generally forego the fun I might 
have if I felt disposed." 

A FRENCU TBICKSTEE. 

Comte, the French ventriloquist, was full of comical 
pranks. He once caused a tired looking donkey to lift up 
his voice like Balaam's ass and tell his master to get off 
and walk awhile and give him a rest. The poor man 
tumbled off in great haste. 

Another time, at a fair, he saw a market woman driv- , 
ing a fat pig before her. 

" What do you ask for your pig, my good woman ?" 
said he. 

" A hundred francs, if you wish to buy." 

"Of course I wish to buy; but it is a great deal too 
much. I will give you ten crowns." 

"I want one hundred francs, no more and no less; take 
it or leave it." 

" Stay," said Comte, approaching the animal ; " I am 
sure your pig is more reasonable than you. Tell me on 
your conscience, my fine fellow, are you worth one hun- 
dred francs ?" 

" You are a long way out," replied the pig in a hoarse 
hollow voice ; " I'm not worth ten francs. I'm measled, 
and my mistress is trying to take you in." 

The crowd around fell back in terror, and the poor 
woman hastened off to find some help to drive the evil 
spirit out of the pig. 

LOCAL AETISTS. 

There are three specially good ventriloquists in Albany 
— one of them a young lawyer who frequently amuses his 
friends by odd evidences of his skill. In the State street 
market nearly in front of Chapel street recently, he had a 
farmer greatly non-plussed for a few moments, his coop of 
live chickens being apparently^ greatly disturbed. 
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Does it Apply ? 

An old lady of his flock once called upon her clergyman 
with a grievance. The doctor's neckbands were too long 
for her ideas of ministerial humanity, and after a long 
harangue on the sin of pride, she intimated that she had. 
brought a pair of scissors with her, and would be pleased 
if her dear pastor would permit her to cut them dowYi to 
her notions of propriety. The doctor not only listened 
patiently, but handed over the offending bands to be 
operated upon. When she had cut them to her satisfac- 
tion and returned the bibs, it was the doctor's turn. 
" Now," said he, " you must do me a good turn also.'* 
« Yes, that I will, doctor. What can it be ?" 
" Well, you have something about you which is a deal 
too long, and which causes me no end of trouble, and I 
should like to see it shorter." 

"Indeed, dear sir, I will not hesitate. What is it ? Here 
are the scissors ; use them as you please." 

" Come, then," said the sturdy divine, " good sister, put 
out your tongue." 



Little Faults vs. Bad Faults. 

" Doctor," said a gentleman to an aged clergyman, 
** why does a little fault in a good man attract more notice 
than a great fault in a bad man ?" " For the same reason, 
perhaps," answered the reverend doctor, " that a slight 
stain on a white garment is more readily noticed than a 
larger stain on a colored one." 



" Ralpa," said a mother to her seven-year-old boy, " you 
must not interrupt me when I am talking with ladies. You 
must wait till I stop, and then you can talk." " You never 
stop," said the boy. 
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4 

Fhilosophical. 

A PHILOSOPHER, who wished to betaken across a stream, 
engaged a boat. Daring the passage he asked the boat- 1 
man if he understood arithmetic. ' 

" Arithmetic ? No ; I've never heard anything about 
it,'* was the answer. ' 

The philosopher replied : " I am sorry for it, for one 
quarter of your life is lost." 

A few minutes after he again asked : " Do you know 
anything about mathematics ?" 

The boatman smiled, and said : "No." 

" Ah !" cried the philosopher, " a second quarter of your 
life is lost.'* 

Soon there was a third question from the philosopher : 
" Have you any knowledge of astronomy ?** 

" Ah, no ; my dear sir." 

"Well, then a third quarter of your life is lost." 

Exactly at this moment the boat struck against a hidden 
point of rock and began to sink. The boatman jumped 
up, threw off his coat, and asked anxiously : " Can you 
swim ?" 

" No," was the philosopher's answer. 

" WeU, then get quickly upon my back, otherwise all 
four quarters of your life will be lost !" — California Jour- 
nal. 



A LADY now residing in this city was once traveling by 
stage in the Catskill mountains, and stopped for the night 
at an out-of-the-way country inn. She was tired with her 
journey, and slept late in the morning, not responding to 
the first call for breakfast. Presently there came another 
tap at the door, and a girlish voice said, " Please, mum, 
won't you get up ? We wan't to use one of your shec (s 
for a tablecloth." — Keokuk Constitution. 
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Old Sohool Fonislmient. 

Old Master Brown brought his ferule down, 
And his face looked angry and red ; 
" Go, seat you there, now, Anthony Blair, 
Along with the girls," he said. 

Then Anthony Blair, with a mortified air, 

With his head down on his breast, 
Took his penitent seat by the maiden sweet 

That he loved of all the best. 

And Anthony Blair seemed whispering there. 

But the rogue only made believe. 
For he peeped at the girls with the beautiful curls. 

And ogled them over his sleeve. 



An Accommodating Bailroad. 

Sbveral days ago a stranger made his appearance at 
the "Union depot and asked Officer Button how long before 
a Grand River Valley train would go out. 

" In about twenty minutes," was the reply. 

« Then Til h«ve time to get a drink, won't I ?" 

" You will." 

" That's good. I always prefer to travel on a stiff horn 
of whiskey." 

He returned in five minutes, wiped his mouth on the 
back of his hand, and asked : 
Has any train gone yet ?" 

No, sir; you still have fourteen minutes to spare." 
That's good, and I guess I'll go back for a little 
brandy." 

When he again returned he felt in good spirits, and 
ascertaining that he still had six minutes to spare, he said: 

" Now, that's what I call liberal, and I'll lay in one more 
drink." 
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The last one proved to be more than he could bear up 
under, and he was not seen again for three hours. Then 
he came round with a wobble in his gait and an uncer- 
tain look in his eyes, and asked : 

" Shay, what time does that Gran' River Valley train 
go out ?" 

** In about four hours." 

" Fo' hours ? Why, that'll give time to get drunk again. 
Most 'commodating railroad I ever saw, eh ?" 

« Yes." 

"Shay, I doan' want to be mean. Go'n tell 'er superin- 
tendent he needn't wait for me any longer, 'cause 't may- 
delay other's. He's a zhentleman, he is, an' I'm a zhentle- 
man, I am, but when a zhentleman holds a train for me 
mos' half a day I can't impose on him any longer. Shay, 
do you ever cry when you get zhrunk ? I do, and if you've 
no 'jeckshuns I'll cry now." 

No objection being made, he cried. — Detroit Free Jhress. 



Knew His Bnsmess. 

A NEWSPAPER proprietor advertised f ^ an advertise- 
ment canvasser, and his testimony of the applicants' fitness, 
when they appeared, was to tell them to get out of his 
office that instant, or he would kick them out. Several 
timid young men turned and left him with great disgtst ; 
but one, more brazen than the rest, nothing daunted by the 
threat, coolly sat himself down and swore he would not 
go until his testimonials had been read. So he locked 
the door, put the key in his pocket, and handed in his 
papers. " Ah," said the advertiser, " You'll do, I can see. 
I don't want testimonials ; your style is enough for me. 
No one will succeed as an advertisement canvasser who 
will be influenced by a threat to be kicked out of any 
office. You evidently understand your busineae." 
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Kissing. 

SOME VARIETIES OP THE ARTICLE. 

To steal a kiss, that's fair. 
To buy a kiss, that's stupidity. 
Two girls kissing, that's waste. 
To kiss not at all, that's bad taste. 
To kiss another man, that's nasty. 
To kiss your sister, that's necessity. 
To kiss your wife, that's punishment. 
To get caught Tcissing, that's dreadful. 
To kiss the baby, that's unsatisfactory. 
To kiss an ugly woman, that's courage. 
To kisB the chambermaid, that's dangerous. 
To kiss your mother, that's the purest kiss of all. 
• To kiss the girl you are engaged to, that's expected. 
To kiss a rich old maiden aunt, that's hypocrisy. 
To kiss a blooming girl, that's peaches and cream. 
To kiss another man's pretty wife, that's nice but naughty. 



An Editor's Presence of Mind, 

The vitality and presence of mind of some editors is 
illustrated in the case of Claude Slyter, editor of the Green- 
town News^ published in Howard County, Ind. While 
standing at his desk writing, a stroke of lightning de- 
scended through the roof, stripped him of his clothing, 
even his boots ; threw him against a wall, and left him 
paralyzed and unable to move a muscle. lie retained 
complete consciousness through it all, and, being on the 
spot, was enabled to wrile up a veracious account of the 
affair. He has since recovered 



A TOUNG lady desired her lover to promise her that he 
would never smoke another cigar. ** I'll do it," he said ; 
** sustained by your love, a meerschaum will do for me." 



.] 
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An Apt Beply. 

A FIRM of the citj of Boston, by the name of Cobbs A\ 
Co., not long ago wanted a boy, so they put a sign out 
with " Wanted a boy " written upon it. After a while they 
secured one, but they neglected to take in the sign, when 
along came a boy, who stopped and read it with great 
eagerness, then marched boldly up to the head of the 
firm's desk, and drawled out : 

" Say, mister, want a boy ?" 

"No; I don't want any boy," snapped out the man at 
the desk, who happened to be Cobbs himself. " No, we 
don't want any; we've got one." 

" Waal, don't you want two ?" 

" No, we don't want two." 

" Waal, you'd better take your sign in then," said the 
boy. 

" Si'e here," demanded old Cobbs, "where did you oome 
from, anyway ?" 

" Waal, I came down from Vermont this morning.** 

"You did, hey? Don't you know what we do with 
boys that come from Vermont down here ?" 

" Naw, I don't know what you do with boys that come 
from Vermont here in Boston, but I know what we do^j^th 
cobbs up in Vermont. We bum 'em." ^ 

He was not engaged. — Dispatch, 



** Pa," quoth Sammio, to his sire, " why don't you go 
out West?" "Why do you ask, my boy?" •* Because 
Bill Iliggins went there, and he struck a banana." "A 
bonanza you mean, Sammie." " Well, what's the differ- 
ence ?" " Why, when people strike a bonanza, it sets 
them up ; and when they strike a ban.im, H sets them 
down." 



Ji 
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Ling-Sing's Troubles. 

" Is your name Ling-Sing ?"| 

** Alle same Ling-Sing." 

*' And you wash ?" 

** Alle same wasliee." 

** And you bad a row last evening?" 

•< Yes— little one." 

*' Little ? Didn't you hit a man with a club ?" 

** Didn't man hittee me on nosoe with fistee ?" 

« What was the row ?" 

** He want him shirtee — ^no pay cash." 

« And you don't trust ?" 

** No." 

" Well, that's the right sort of business policy, and being 
he got away I'll let you off this time." 

** Cheapee for me."^ 

**Tes, it's lower figures than you'll get again, Ling- 
Sing." 

" Alle same." 

** K you are arrested again I shall send you up." 

" Tea." 

« So look out." 

« I lookee." 

«« That's the way out." 

** I walkee — ta I ta !" — Detroit Mree Press. 



A LITTLE boy was told by his mother to take a powder 
that she had prepared for him. "Powder ! powder !" said 
he. "Why, naother, I'm not a gun !" 



Thx drum-major who ran away from Majuba Hill, 
when reproached with cowardice, replied, " I'd rather be a 
coward all my life than be a corpse fifteen minutes." 
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A Theatric Incident. 

EDWIN FORREST AND ** WHITE CLOUD." 

Many years ago, while Edwin Forrest was playing an 
engagement in a Western theater, " White Cloud " and a 
number of other Indian chiefs were on their return from 
Washington. Stopping in the town over night, they were 
conducted to the theater to see the great American trage- 
dian. Mr. Forrest was then in the prime of life, his voice 
being up to the maximum of a stentor. The play on that 
evening was " Metamora," which is now in the possession 
of John McCullough. 

"White Cloud" and his band of warriors were accommo- 
dated with seats in a stage box. The theater was crowded, 
and it was very evident that the auditors were anxious to 
observe what effect the performance would have on the 
Simon pure children of the forest. The play proceeded, 
and although the Indians could not understand a single 
word that was said, yet they appeared to be much in- 
terested, occasionally giving to one another a satisfactory 
grunt. After awhile they became rather uneasy, which 
seemed to be simultaneous among them all. This was 
more apparent when the Indian war-whoop came from 
behind the scenes. 

The eyes of the audience were upon " White Cloud," 
who two or three limes grasped the tomahawk in his belt. 
The other warriors did so likewise. The party were 
getting more excited as the play proceeded. They looked 
at each other with anxiety; their eyes indexed the fact 
that their "souls were in arms." Presently, Metamora, 
Avith uplifted tomahawk, rushed upon the stage, and when 
he gave that war-whoop, which no one but a Forrest could 
do, the Indians could remain in their seats no longer. 
Forrest gave a second and a shrill whoop, whereupon 
" White Cloud " and his band, joining in full chorus 
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sprang upon the stage, and brandishing their tomahawks 
and glittering knives, rushed toward Metamora. 

Forrest was apparently dumbfounded for a moment, but 
he soon took in the situation, and, finding that the real 
Indians were on his side, ready to do or to die in his be- 
half, he felt that he had achieved one of his greatest 
triumphs in the profession he so much loved during his 
eyentf ul life. 



Vagabond Humor. 

Sats an English exchange: '^It is curious that the 
British tramp should have been so long overlooked by the 
graphic writer. Yet, the scampish fellow would seem to 
have in him all the essentials for a very striking piece of 
portraiture. Here we read of one of them who, having 
destroyed his own clothes, while taking a night's lodging 
at the workhouse, was brought into court next day pinned 
np in a blanket, like Dickens's " Mr. Mopes." While his 
case was being heard he occasionally shook off this cover- 
ing, just to show the magistrates that he really had no 
othrer clothes. An even more impudent dog was the War- 
rington tramp who the other day paid a visit to the Bull's 
Head Inn in that town. On his first visit he appropriated 
some three pounds of cheese and escaped with his booty, 
although the landlady caught sight of the ragged despoiler 
as he was making off, with the cheese dropping from his 
pockets. He does not seem to have been aware that she 
had observed him, for in the course of half-an-hour back 
he came to the house. Then, putting on what is known 
among the Irish as " the poor face," he begged the kind 
lady to give him a morsel of bread to eat with a bit of 
cheese he had picked up. Now, it would have been just as 
easy, and far more safe, for the scamp to have gone, to 
some other house, and we can only conclude, therefore. 
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that he was tempted into danger by his sense of humor. 
It would be such a capital joke to obtain from the plun- 
dered landlady a piece of bread to accompany the feast of 
cheese with which she had involuntarily provided him. 



Power of the Press. 

One of the old-time editors of Michigan was boasting 
the other day that he had never been sued for libel, or at- 
tacked in his sanctum, but he could recall many narrow 
escapes. Twenty-five years ago he was running a red-hot 
paper on the line of the Michigan Central Railroad. A 
man named Carson, who was running for some county 
office, was given a bad racket, and the editor received a 
note that if he had anything more to say he might expect 
to receive a good pounding. He had a still more bitter 
attack the next week, and the paper was hardly mailed 
before in walked Carson, the candidate, accompanied by 
a brother and two cousins. The four were strapping big 
fellows, and each was armed with a horsewhip. The two 
compositors and the " devil " got out with all speed, leav- 
ing the editor without support. He realized the situation 
at once, and began : 

"Walk in, gentlemen; I presume you have come to 
horsewhip me ?" 

" We have," they answered. 

" Yery well. Have you thoroughly considered this 
matter ?" j^ 

" It doesn't need any consideration," replied Carson. 
" You have lied about me, and I'm going to lick you with- 
in an inch of your life." 

" Just so, my friend, but first hear what I have to say. 
Did you ever hear of the press being stopped because the 
editor was cow hided ?" 

" I dunno." 



) 
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*' Well, you never did. Lick me all you choose and my 
paper comes out week after week ju<?t the same. The 
power of the press is next to the lever which moves the 
imiverse. It makes or breaks parties, builds up or tears 
down, plants or destroys. Aggravate the editor and the 
press becomes a sword to wound and kill. Wollop me if 
you will, but next week I'll come out more bitter than 
ever." 

There was an embarrassing silence right here, and the 
face of each horse-whipper had an anxious look. 

" It will go out to the world — to America, Canada, Eng- 
land, France — aye I clear to Jerusalem, that the Carson 
family of this county live on roots and johnny-cake; that 
they stole a dog from a blind man; that they murdered a 
peddler for a pair of two-shilling suspenders; that the 
women are club-footed and the men work their ears when 
they sing; that the " 

*' What is the regular subscription price to the Herald?^'* 
interrupted Carson. 

** Only twelve shillings a year." 

. ** Put us four down." 

** Very well — six dollars — that's correct. Run in and 
see me — all of you, and if any of you want to see any c£ 
my Detroit exchanges, I shall be only too glad to serve 
you." — Free Press. 



She was decorating her room with pictures, and she 
perched his photd*up on the topmost nail ; then she sat 
down to admire her work, and remarked quietly : " Now 
everything is lovely, and the goose hangs high." 



"Now, children," said a teacher, "I want you to be 
very still, so that you can hear a pin drop." In a moment 
all was silent, when a little boy cried out : " Let it drop 1" 
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Bread and Gravy. 

A BATHEB seedy-looking customer came into a restau- 
rant on Austin avenue, and said to the proprietor : 

" What do you ask for a nicely cooked beefsteak, well 
done, with onions ?'* 

" Twenty -five cents." 

" And the gravy ?" 

" Oh, we don't charge anything for the gravy." 

" You don't ! That's liberal. How much do you charge 
for the bread ?" 

" We throw in the bread." 

^* Is it good bread." 

" It is." 

" So you throw in the bread and gravy ?" 

" Certainly." 

**Then bring me some bread and gravy. It's not 
healthy to eat meat in summer." — Texas Sifting 8. 



" Graitdmotheb," said Ike, seriously, to Mrs. Partington, 
" have you heard the report that the Prince of Wales' 
baby had not got all his fingers on one hand, and that both 
his legs are not right ?" " Lor' bless me I" exclaimed the 
old lady. " Then how could he ever wield the spectre of 
the realm, or walk as he ought to do ?" Ike, however, 
pretended not to hear the remark, but began clipping the 
cat's whiskers, and grinning to think that his grandmother 
did not see that nobody has all his fingers on one hand, nor 
anybody two right legs. 



Indignant Mother: " Surely you don't mean this for a 
likeness of my son ? Why, the boy looks like an idiot." 
Photographer: ** I'm very sorry, but I can't help that 
ma'iKn." — London Judy. 
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The Bald-headed Man. 

Thx other day a lady, accompanied by her sod, a very 
email boy, boarded a train at Little Rock. The voman 
had a careworn expression hanging over her face like a 
tattered veil, and many of the rapid qaestioDS asked by 
the boy were answered by nnconscions sighs. 




"Ma," said the boy, "that man's like a baby; ain't he?" 
pointing to a bald-beaded man sitting just in front of 
them. 

"Hnah." 

" Why must rhush ?" 

After a few moment's silence : "Ma, what's the matter 
with that man's head ?" 

" Hush, I tell you. lie's bald." 

« What's bald ?" 

" His head hasn't got any hair on it." 

"Did it come off?" 

"I guess BO." 

" Will mine come off ?" 

" Sometime, maybe." 

"Then I'll be bald, won't IP" 
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"Yes." 

" Will you care ?" 

" Don't ask me so many questions." After another 
silence the boy exclaimed : | 

" Ma, look at the fly on the man's head." 

"If you don't hush, I'll whip you when we get home." 

"Look I There's another fly. Look at 'cm fight; look 
at 'em 1" 

"Madam," said the man, putting aside a newspaper and 
looking around. " What's the matter with the young 
hyena ?" 

The woman blushed, stammered out something, and at- 
tempted to smooth back tlie boy's hair. 

" One fly, two flies, three flies," said the boy innocently, 
following with his eyes a basket of oranges carried by the 
newsboy. 

"Here, you young hedge-hog,*' said the bald-headed 
man. " If you don't hush, I'll have the conductor put you 
off the train." 

"The poor woman, not knowing what else to do, boxed 
the boy's ears and then gave him an orange to keep liim 
from crying. 

" Ma, have I got red marks on my head ?" 

"I'll slap you again if you don't hush." 

" Mister," said the boy, after a short silence, " does it 
hurt to be bald-headed ?" 

" Youngster," said the man, " If you'll keep quiet I'll 
give you a quarter." 

The boy promised, and the money was paid over. 

Tlie man took up his paper and resumed his reading. 

" This is my bald-headed money," said the boy, " When 
I get bald-headed I'm going to give boys money. Mister, J 
have all bald-headed men got money ?" '"*» 

The annoyed man threw down his paper, arose and ex- 
claimed : " Madam, hereafter when you travel leave that 
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young gorilla at home. Hitherto I always thought that 
the old prophet was veiy cruel for calling the she-bears to 
kill children for making sport of his head, but now I am 
forced to believe that he did a Christian act. If your boy 
had been in the crowd he would have died first. If I can't 
find another seat on this train 111 ride on the cow-catcher 
rather than remain here." 

"The bald-headed man is gone!" said the boy, and the 
woman leaned back and blew a tired sigh from her lips. 



A Sailor's Advice. 

The Richmond County (Staten Island) Herald tells this 
good story : Sergeant Roe has incurred deserved censure 
for his officiousness in arresting an old sailor of the Snug 
Harbor, who committed a technical offense, but evidently 
without evil intent. The sailor was in a North Shore 
Church, and, becoming intensely interested in the sermon, 
uttered an involuntary exclamation, which the ])oliceman 
construed into " disturbing a place of worship." The 
sermon was on the downward path of a soul, and the 
clergyman used the illustration of a ship drifting on the 
rocks. 

" The waves dash over her I" exclaimed the minister. 
" Her sails are split ! Her yards are gone ! Her masts are 
shivered I Her helm is useless 1 She is driving ashore I 
There is no hope ! What can save her now ! " 

" Let go the anchor, ye lubber !" yelled the excited sea- 
man. 



" Shall I help you to alight," said a young gentleman, 
addressing a bouncing country girl, who was preparing 
to jump from a carriage. "Thank you, sir," sweetly 
replied the girl, " but I don't smoke." 
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A Typographical Injury to Charley Bender. 

Theeb are plenty of 'the " old seminary " boys who 
will remember Charley Bender, a ten-year old, in Knicker- 
bockers, who went from here to California in 1862, with 
his brothers, Wilson S. and " Punch " Bender. Charley is 
in business in Reno, Nevada, now, and was the happiest 
man in the State until about two weeks ago, when he fell 
a victim to a typographical blunder. Charley hit upon a 
scheme to advertise his business, and told the editor of the 
Reno Gazette to announce that he would give a special pre- 
mium to the lady exhibiting a baby at the fair that most 
resembled her. The announcement appeared among the 
fair notes, and read : ** Charles T. Bender offers a special 
premium to the lady exhibiting a baby that most resembles 
him." Charley was out of the city for several days, and 
when he came back couldn't understand why the ladies, 
with whom he had always been a great favorite, looked at 
their noses when they passed him, and the matter grew 
absolutely serious when a very intimate lady friend to 
whom he proffered his hand exclaimed, " Don't you dare 
to shake hands with me, sir, you vile thing." It was all 
made as plain as day when Charley saw the typographical 
error, and he is not to be blamed for hunting up the editor 
with his revolver. — South Bend Tribune, 



A Scotch bagpiper, traveling in Europe, opened his wal- 
let by a woodside, and sat down to dinner. He had no sooner 
said grace than three wolves came about him. To one he 
threw bread, to another meat, till his provisions were all 
gone. At length he took his bagpipes, and began to play, 
at which the wolves ran away. " The deil f aw me," said 
Sawney, " an I kenned ye loo'ed music sae weel ye should 
hae had it afore dinner." 
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A Q-ood Sale. 

" Can I see the lady of the house ?" inquired a peddler, 
who understood his business. 

" Well, yes, you can if you ain't blind !" snapped the 
woman who answered the bell. 

" Oh, beg pardon, madam ; you are the lady of the 
house, then ?" 

"Yes, I am; what d'yer take me for? Did yer think I 
was the gentleman of the house, or the next door neighbor, 
or one of the farm hands, or the cat, or the ice-chest ?" 

" I didn't know, madam, but you might be the youngest 
daughter." 

" Oh, did yer ? Well, that was quite nat'ral, too," re- 
plied the 1. of the h. " What d'ye want, sir ?" 

Then the peddler displayed his wares, and when he left 
the doorstep, half an hour later, his face was full of 
pleasure and his pockets were as full of money. He had 
understood human nature and had made a good sale. 



Making Things Over. 

" Maria," said Jones, upon one of his worrying days, 
" it seems to me you might be more economical ; now, 
there's my old clothes; why can't you make them over for 
the childreu, instead of giving them away ?" 

" Because they're worn out when you're done with them," 
answered Mrs. Jones. " It's no use making over things 
for the children that won't hold together; you couldn't do 
it yourself, smart as you are." 

" Well," grumbled Jones, " I wouldn't have closets full 
of things mildewing for want of ^wear, if I was a woman, 
that's all. A penny saved is a penny earned." 

That was in April. One warm day in May Mr. Jones 
went prancing through the closets looking for something 
he couldn't find, and turning things generally inside out. 
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" Maria," he screamed, " wliere's my gray alpaca 
duster ?" 

" Made it over for Johnny." 

" Ahem ! Well, where's the brown linen one I bought 
last summer ?" 

^* Clothes-bag," mumbled Mrs. Jones, who seemed to 
have a little difficulty in her speech at that moment. " Just 
made it into a nice one !" 

" Where are my lavender pants ?" yelled Jones. 

" Cut them over for Willie." 

" Heavens I" groaned her husband, then in a voice of 
thunder : " Where have my blue suspenders gone to ?" 

" Hung the baby-jumper with them." 

" Maria !" asked the astonished man in a subdued voice, 
" Would you mind telling me what you have done with 
my silk hat ; you haven't made it over for the baby have 
you ?" 

" Oh I no dear," answered his wife, cheerfully. *' I've 
used that for a hanging basket. It's full of plants, and. 
looks lovely." 

Mr. Jones never mentions the word economy or suggests 
making over — he has had enough of it. — Detroit Free 
Press, 



If you want to know what a woman really is before you 
marry her try to catch a glimpse of her before the hour 
when she expects company, and before she has put all the 
pieces of herself together to be looked at and admired. If 
you can stand that you are ready to be sacrificed on the 
altar of Hymen. 



" Bridget, I cannot allow you to receive your lover ii 
the kitchen any longer." " It's very kind of you ma'am, 
but he is almost too bashful to come into the parlor." 
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Olerical Wit. 

A STORY is told of an exchange of courtesy between a 
Scotch minister and his parishioner, which is characteristic 
of both. The minister was but lately inducted into a 
country living, and in his round of parochial visits, called 
at the cottage of a little tailor. Taking a seat uninvited, 
he proceeded to talk, but found it hard work, as he met with 
no response. The tailor sat upon the table, stitching in 
sulky silence. At length he spoke : " Sir," he said, " I regard 
it as an unwarrantable intrusion your entering my house, 
and I ask you in what capacity you come ?" " My good 
man," was the reply, " I come as your parish clergyman — 
it is my duty to know all my parishioners. I know you 
don't attend church, but that is no reason why we should 
not be friends." To which the tailor responded : " I dinna 
regard ye as a minister of Christ, but a servant of Satan's; 
if ye come as a gentleman well and good, but as a minis- 
ter I refuse to receive yon," which could hardly be called 
courteous, but the tailor's politeness was outrivaled by his 
minister'?, who, rising, said : " My good fellow, be pleased 
to understand that it is only as your parish clergyman 
that I ever dreamt of visiting you; when I visit as a gen- 
tleman, I don't visit persons in your position in society," 
with which he departed. 



In these times of base adulteration the old toper is will- 
ing to die that he may go to the land of pure spirits, for it 
is impossible for him to purchase the article here at any 
price. 



The following conversation took place recently in a 
hotel: "Waiter!" "Yes, sir." "Wliat's this?" "It's 
bean soup, sir." " No matter what it has been, the ques- 
tion is, what is it now ?" 
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"For Oh! 'TisLove!" 

LOVE MAKING IN CHICAGO. 

" I AM very rich, my darling," she said softly, punctaating 
her s^tenccs with soft, warm kisses. " Already I have 
$100,000 worth of four per cents registered in my name, 
and when the leaves are turning red in the golden October 
days, and the fields are laughing in the rich abundance of 
a bountiful harvest, I shall cut off the coupons. And 
when papa dies he will leave me nearly $200,000 more. Tes,-^ 
my sweetheart, I am a very happy girl," and a fair head nes- 
tled confidingly on the shoulder of the strong-limbed, hazel- 
eyed young man to whom this avowal was made. 

He looked tenderly down at the brown tresses and the 
invisible net that bound them to the fair forehead. Gently 
lifting the beautiful face to his, he pressed a passionate kiss 
on the full red lips that seemed only made for oscula- 
tion. 

Turning his head away, Herbert Ainsleigh appeared for 
a moment to be wrapped in thought. TThen kissing Miriam 
with a rich, warm, two-for-a-quarter kiss, he said : 

** Do you lo7e me, Birdie ?" 

She gave answer by placing her white arms around his 
neck, and throwing herself madly on his shirt front. 

" Do not hug so hard, darling, when you love me, or my 
collar stud will raise a carbuncle on the back of my neck," 
he said, in low, mellow tones. 

" It's only the deep, passionate longing of my love, Her- 
bert. It reeks not of carbuncles. But you are right. Too 
much pressure on the cervical vertebra will cause an exosto- 
sis. My professor of anatomy told me that." 

" And we'll bo married in the fall, my sweet ?" 

*' Yes Herbert, in the rich, hazy, sensuous days of Indian 
summer, when the low note of the fanner's boy seeking 
the lost cow is heard as he sits on the vine-embowered stfle 
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and blasphemes until the fire-fly leaves for a cooler spot. 
You must take all my money, Herbert ; it must be yours 
to do as you i^dll with it ; to att.'iin the glorious fame that 
awaits you ; for I know that my love's name will some day 
'>€ known through the length and breadth of the land. 
Surely you have an ambition ?" 

"I have," said Herbert, kissing her while she held her 
breath. 

"And you will not let any false pride stand in the way 
^f using my money to attain the height you fain would 
^'each?" 

** No, darling, I will not. You say you have $100,000 in 
four per cents. It is enough. To-morrow I will act, and in 
less than a day my name will be as familiar throughout 
the world as that of England's proud queen." 
" Oh, Herbert, what will you do ?" 
" I shall purchase Maud S." 

Two minutes later a human form fell with a dull thud 
on the front porch of the haughty pork packer's residence. 
It was Herbert Ainsleigh. The old man had fired bim 
out. — From *^ Hints to Parents^^ hy Halstead M,, in 
Chicago Tribune, 

"If you saw a poor, half-stai*ved boy in the street, 
wouldn't you give him a piece of your cake ?" asked a 
kind-hearted little girl to her brother. " No, sis," was the 
reply; "but I would be willing to give him a piece of 
yours." 

A YOUNG lady graduate entered a large book-store and 
asked for the " Infantile Innocents in the Recesses of the 
Forest." The clerk had formerly been connected with the 
post-office department, was used to hard ones, and at once 
lianded out " Babes in the Wood." 



« 
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A Modest Eequest. 

" Daeling, wake up and stop snoring," said a Detroit 
woman to ber husband. 

"Eh? Whazza matter now?" he asked, as be half 
raised up in bed. 

" Won't you please stop snoring ? If you only knew 
how homesick it made me, I'm sure you would." 

"Homesick? How the duse can my innocent snore 
make you homesick ?" 

" Why, you know, darling, that the home on the coast . 
from which you took me a joyous bride, was only half a 
mile from a Government fog-horn, and every time you 
snore it reminds me so of home that I just can't stand it. 
Please lay on your side and have some little respect for 
my feelings." 

And then the brute spread himself out on his back, and 
in five minutes had her bathed in tears as visions of the 
old home crept upon her, — Detroit Free Press. 



John B. Q-ough's Humor, 

This celebrated orator tells a good story of a negro who 
had become a Christian and was awfully tempted to steaL 
Somebody said : " How is that ?" " Well, I went into a 
boot-store the other day and I saw the handsomest pair of 
boots I ever sot my eyes on. I wanted the boots. The 
devil said, 'Take the boots,' and the Lord says, 'Let the boots 
alone.' What were I going to do ? There was the boots 
— never such a pair of boots in the world. I laid rny hand 
» on them ; the leather was so smooth, and I did so want 
them boots. There was the devil and me against the 
Lord ; we were in the majority, but I made a compromise 
with the Lord and took a cheap pair of shoes off another 
shelf and went away." 
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Fun on the Ocean. 

BY. G. A. OSBORN. 

We departed in the United States steamship Alaska, 
from the Compass Grounds, New York Harbor, June 1*5, 
1878, shaping our course south-east-by-east. Nothing of 
interest occurred, excepting a delightful mirage of a dis- 
tant shore, apparently fringed with palmetto trees, until 
the evening of the 14th of July. Six bells (7 P.M.) had 
just struck, and the full moon was rising from the midst 
of a fantastic group of black, silvery edged clouds, when 
Neptune boarded us on our starboard bow, amid the lurid 
glare of calcium lights, shedding a greenish light over fore- 
castle and rigging. With a stentorian voice he hailed us, 
demanding to know who we were and whither bound. 

Ensign Stoney having replied, Neptune proceeded aft to 
the quarter-deck and condescendingly informed our genial 
captain that, this being Sunday, he would make his 
appearance on the following day and hold court, for the 
purpose of initiating such of his subjects as had not yet 
had the honor of crossing the equatorial line. 

On Monday forenoon extensive preparations were made 
to receive King Neptune and his retinue; a large square 
tent was erected under the forecastle for their convenience, 
while a large tank was rigged up in the starboard gang- 
way between the fore smokestack and the galley. At 
the after end of this tank stood the platform with the 
throne for Neptune and his queen. 

At one bell (12| P.M.) the entrance of Neptune's 
impromptu canvas residence opened, and with drum and 
life playing, their majesties, seated on their carriage of 
state (consisting of the wheels of our Gatling gun covered 
with the Stars and Stripes), drawn by four powerful ne- 
groes, escorted by Neptune's secretary, barber, assistant, 
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police, and savages dressed in fantastic costumes and 
hideously painted faces, proceeded down the port-gang- 
way to the quarter-deck, passed in review before Captain 
Brown, thence up the starboard side to the throne, where, 
Neptune and his spouse being seated, his majesty assumed 
the reins of government by ordering his barber to shave all 
of those on board who had not yet crossed the line, while 
the secretary was requested to insert the names of the re- 
spective delinquents in the royal archives. 

These preliminaries over. Captain Brown received and 
issued Neptune's order to clear the berth-deck of all per- 
sons excepting those on the sick list, and to muster the 
ship's company on the quarter-deck. This done, the ball 
was opened by the oflScers, who were assembled on the 
forecastle, being separately conducted to the quarter-deck 
by four desperate-looking policemen, where, after paying 
a fee, each of the gentlemen was awarded a written cer- 
tificate of having crossed the line. 

The crew, consisting of more ordinary mortals, and 
guiltless of having funds, were grasped by Neptune's police 
and unceremoniously marched into the royal presence. 
One by one they were seated in a chair on the platform, 
the secretary booked the name, the barber lathered his 
face with a house-painter's brush, the lather consisting of 
a mixture of molasses and flour, the assistant barber shaved 
him with a wooden razor made by the ship's carpenter, 
four feet in length, the handle included. After being 
well lathered and very indifferently shaved, the victim re- 
ceived the final touch by being dumped headforemost into 
the tank, where he was consigned to the tender mercies of 
four horrible-looking sea monsters, who deluged him with 
streams of water. When there was neither a solitary 
marine or landsman left to shave, his majesty and fol- 
lowers paid a farewell visit to the captain, received a part- 
ing drink, and left for parts unknown. 
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Vaccinating the Troops. 

Colonel McWhangpang is a great advocate of vac- 
cination, but the company he commands is not, and re- 
cently before going into camp the colonel resolved to have 
Ao men vaccinated whether they would or no. So he 
^iiade a trade like this with Dr. Trough : He would, on 
Tuesday morning, send the men one by one to the doctor's 
office. He was to have two stalwart assistants there, and 
Unmediately seize the men z^ '^p-^ " •.'->''r.^ -iid vaccinate 
them by force. 

Editor Keene had his office just across the hall in the 
same building with the doctor. Tuesday morning's issue of 
Us paper contained a malignant assault on the ^^ Piebald 
Plungers," another military company. Keene knew the 
members of the company would come up to wollop him, 
and so he slyly took his sign and put it on Dr. Trough's 
door. Presently up came Lieutenant Pills, of the Plungers. 
Blind with rage, he rushed into the doctor's office, suppos- 
ing it to be Keene's. The doctor saw his uniform, and at 
once ordered him seized. Before he could say a word the 
assistants had him in the chair. 

" Up with his sleeve !" cried the doctor. 
" You villain ! what are you about ?" cried Pills. 
** You'll see," and whack went the doctor's knife, and, in 
spite of Pills' howls and struggles he was vaccinated. 

** Now git !" cried the doctor, and Pills was pushed out 
and started down stairs. 

Then in came Colonel Thug, of the Plungers. 
** Where is the pirate ?" he asked. 

The doctor did not reply, but vaccinated the excited 
man in a jiffy, and put him out. 

Then others began to pour in, and all had the same 
amazing experience, and the doctor was flying around like 
a parched pea on a hot shovel, he was so busy. And as 
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the vaccinated men began to accumulate outside and talk 
the matter over, their amazement was intense. 

Lieutenant Pills swore he'd go up again and kill the 
man, and he tried it. But he got left on it, and the doctor 
vaccinated him again and put him out, and he being 
delirious with wrath, bolted in again, and after a desperate 
fight, was vaccinated again. That satisfied him. He fled. 
And Dr. Trough had vaccinated twenty-two of th( 
Plungers, and they were outside preparing for a united 
rush on his shoB^wJtma ^-oJa*^ McWhangdang came down 
to see the doctor. 

" Well, Colonel, I've vaccinated twenty-two of 'em." 
" You have I Why, I haven't sent one here 1 I came 
to tell you Fd put it off till next week." 

" Then who the Gehenna have I vaccinated ?" 
By that time the Plungers burst in, and a scene of wild 
confusion ensued, till Colonel McWhangdang explained 
the affair. And then the colonel nearly died of laughter, 
and the Plungers talked of hanging the doctor, and then 
Keene looked out of his door and notified the Plungers 
that if they molested him he'd print the whole story of how 
they had been vaccinated. And you bet they didn't 
desire that, and so they merely voted it a contemptible 
job and dispersed. 

When Benjamin Franklin was an editor he was in the 
habit of writing to the young ladies who sent in poetry, 
saying in honeyed language that owing to the crowded 
state of his columns/ etc., but he would endeavor to circu- 
late their productions in manuscript ; and then he tied the 
poems to the tail of his kite for " bobs," 



G50BGE Washington was a great general. It was not 
until he adorned a postage stamp that he was licked behind 
his back. — Yonkers Statesman. 
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A Scotcli Epitaph. 

Hebe lies interr'd a man of micbt, 

His name is Malcolm Downie, 
He lost his life one market nicht 

By f a'ing off his pownie. 



A New Society. 

The other day, after a strapping young man had sold a 
load of com and potatoes, he admitted to the men around 
the hotel barn that he was very desirous of joining some 
secret society in town. The boys at once offered to initi- 
ate him into a new order called " The Cavaliers of Coveo." 
He was told that it was twice as secret as Freemasonry, 
much nicer than Oddfellowship, and the cost was only two 
dollars. In case he had the toothache he could draw |5 
per week from the relief fund, and he was entitled to re- 
ceive •lO for every headache, and $25 for a sore throat. 

The young man thought he had struck a big thing, and 
after eating a hearty dinner he was taken into a storeroom 
above the bam to be initiated. The boys poured cold 
water down his back, put flour on his hair, swore him to 
kill his mother, if commanded, and rushed him around for 
an hour without a single complaint from his lips. When 
they had finished he inquired : 

*' Now I'm one of the Cavaliers of Coveo, am I?" 

" You are," they answered. 

" Nothing more to learn, is there ?" 

" Nothing more." 

" Well, then, I'm going to lick the whole crowd !" con- 
tinued the candidate, and he went at it, Uefore he got 
through, he had his two dollars initiation fee back, and 
three more to boot, and had knocked down everybody two 
or three times apiece. 
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Didn't "PiUyate." 

A COLOBED gentleman was busily engaged in sawing 
some wood for a Southern gentleman. The ^^man and 
brother" had a large Masonic breastpin on his shirt 
bosom. 

" Do you colored Masons affiliate ?" 

" Don't fiUyate wuff a cuss." 

" What's the matter ?" 

"Dunno, boss; but I'se tried it. Dar is a bar-keeper in 
dis town what toted dis here berry same emblem. I was in 
distress; hadn't had a dram all dat momin\ I cum in an' 
gib de distress signal." 

" Did he respond ?" 

" He didn't respond right. He made a motion at de 
doah wid one hand, and reached under de bar. I made de 
sign once moah, and he fetched me between the shoulders 
wid de bung starter, jess as I was gettin' out de doah,** 



t4k 



Extraordinary Presence of Mind. 

-i 

How true it is that fame aiid||fortune both of t«i hinge 
upon some trivial circumstance. The most suooesafol 
artist at the annual exhibition of the Academy of Fine 
Arts in London, this year, is a young Calif ornian, named 
Baldwin Sowers, who made such a hit painting carriages 
and houses some six years ago in Oakland, that he was 
sent for study to Florence, where, as every one knows, 
paint is much cheaper. 

Mr. Sowers' peculiar line is the delineation of still-life, 
and so he painted a cheese, though, as it was a Limburger 
cheese, it could hardly be called a still-life subject, after 
all. Alleged judges, who saw this masterpiece after com- 
pletion, say it resembled a mud pie more than it did a 
cheese ; but this was probably envy, as, after it was hung. 
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some malioionfl persons slipped into the gallery the night 
before the exhibition and deliberately cut a round hole in 
tie canvas, completely removing the cheese. 

When the examining committee were on their rounds, 
they came to the defaced picture, and angrily sent for the 
artist to give an explanation. An ordinary painter would 
have been overcome with despair at the outrage. Not so 
our fellow-citizen. When 'the chairman said sternly : 
" Where, sir, is the cheese ?" 
Be responded calmly : 

** Alas ! Grentlemen, I perceive I have painted it with 
too great fidelity. The mice have eaten it.'' 
They awarded him the first prize. 



Modem Gourtship. 

** And you really love me dearly ?" h6^ asked as he coiled 
^ie arm around her wasp-like system. " And you'll always 
^^"Ve me so." 

" Always, Frederick, ever so." 

*' And you pledge me to sew but — " 

"Sir." 

*' And you pledge me to so beautify my life that it will 
^Uways be as happy as now ?" 

" With my last breath, Frederick." 

** And, darling, you will mend my soc ^" 

« Your what, sir ?" 

** You will mend my social ways and draw me upward 
and onward to a better existence ?" 

" It will be the pride of my life to do so, Frederick. I 
will sacriQce all for your complete happiness." 

*'I know that, sweetness. But suppose some accident 
sbould happen to— -to — say, the trou ^" 

" You forget, sir. To the what ?" 



46 Ha I Ha 1 1 Ha 1 1 ! 

" To the trousseau; would it defer the hour which mak 
you mine ?'' 

" Never, Frederick. I am yours, and naught can sep- 
rate us." 

" But what I want to say is, that should my pant " 

" Begone, sir, what do you mean ?" 

"Hear me, my life. I say, if my panting bosom shoul 
grow cold in death, would your love still warm it ?'* 

" As the sun melts the iceberg, Frederick, so would tlu 
rays of my affection thrill your heart again." 

" And you will care for me ever, my soul, and I for yoi 
for though I may never have a shir " 

" Enough, sir ! Leave me for ever." 

" But, listen ! Though I may never have a shirking:^ 
position, I shall sometimes, perhaps, in the struggle of life 
forget the plain duty " 

" And I'll remind you of it, Frederick, in tender actions 
and make the duties of existence so pleasant of perfoi 
ance that to avoid them will be pain." 

And so on. That's modern courtship. Lots of abstracr^ 
swash, but a manifest disinclination to contemplate sue 
conveniences as buttons, socks, trousers, and shiits.- 
Brooklyn Eagle, 

"Uncle William's Pills." 

A LITTLE girl came into a drug store and asked for fi^ 
cents' worth of "Uncle William's pills." The druggii 
could not make it out, so he sent her away; she retume^»= ^ 
soon afterwards, and said, " Mother said * Aunty Billy'i^^ ' 
but I thought it couldn't be right." 




Gum arabic, dissolved in whiskey, will keep the hair 
curled in damp weather. — .©j. A little sugar dissolved in 
it has a similar effect on the legs. 



if. 
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How they Slipped, 

At eleven o'clock yesterday forenoon a couple of excur- 
donists took seats on the east portico of the City Hall, 
directly under the window of the Chief of Police. He was a 
l>ean-pole looking chap of twenty-three, with dust an inch 
^eep on his back, and she was an auburn-haired angel of 
twenty, wearing a solid shoe and chewing three quids of gura 
'oiled into one. For a long time they sat and looked at the 
fountains and sighed and were silent. Then he tenderly 
9.^eried : 

"Hanner, isn't it dreamy !" 
" Yum," she answered. 
" I could sit here for ever," he whispered. 
** I don't believe I could — I'd be hungry." 
More silence and sighs, and then he took her elbow in 
*^'8 hand and said : 

** Hanner, I'm hungry now." 
Didn't you bring a biscuit along ?" 
Hungry for your love, Hanner — not for biscuits. Han- 
^^r, 'posen we 'sposen a case." 
« Well !" 
** 'Sposen I know a Justice of the Peace who would marry 

*' How much ?" 

** Two dollars." 

" Have you got the money ?" 

" Hanner, do you doubt my love ? Pve got seventy-five 
cents, and I'll hunt up the Ilarker boys and borrow the 
rest." 

" I'm afraid." 

" Now, Hanner !" 
Oh, I can't; you know my folks don't like you." 
Hanner, hitch this way till I talk to you. 'Sposen I 
bought you peanuts and candy and watermelon ? 'Sposen 
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you realized my great love, aDd concluded to hitch to 
before some other girl captured the prize ? We'd gently 
slip down these steps, turn the comer of this stately ecli- 
fice, walk to the shop of a justice, and you'd have me an.^ 
I'd have you." 

Oh, dear, pa would rave." 

Hold on, Hanner. Your par needn't know it — ^no oi»-^ . 
will know it. We'd keep it as silent as the grave until ^ 
had made your old man respect me for what I are. Gioum-^ 
half a show and m make your par f oiler me round like 
calf within a year, and your mar will fairly love the groun 
I walk on. Come, Hanner, let's slip." 

" Oh, Gawge !" 

" Hanner — Hanner ! Think of the romance — ^the lov 
the mystery — ^the tenderness — the gold watches and dia 
mond rings and silk dresses." 

« Where ?" 

" Why next year when wool comes off. Don't I o 
forty acres of land ? Don't I dote on you ? Would I as 
you to slip around if I didn't love you above the best hos^^ 
in the country ? Hanner, let us slip." 

" And you really love — " 

Then they slipped. They caught sight of a 8ix-foof> 
farmer coming up the walk, with a big cane on one arns- 
and his wife on the other, and girl slid for Michigan ave^ 
nue and the lover for Griswold street, the latter whispering 
to himself as he dodged through the City Hall: 

" That's her old dad, and he knocks oxen down with 
that club !" — Detroit Free Press. 



The Sunday Dispatch^ in answer to a query, says : " We 
do not believe that a shipwrecked man ever washed him- 
self ashore with a bar of soft soap, although we are a stern 
dinger to the adage : " While there's life there's soap." 
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Mark Twain's Watch. 



My beautiful new watch had run eighteen months with- 
awj out losing or gaining, and without breaking any part of 
its machinery or stopping. I had come to believe it in- 
fallible in its judgment about the time of day, and to con- 
^der its constitution and its anatomy imperishable. But 
4t last, one night, I let it run down. I grieved about it as 
^ it were a recognized messenger and forerunner of 
Calamity, But by and by I cheered up, set the watch by 
S^ess, and commanded my bodings and superstitions to de- 
part. Next day I stepped into the chief jeweler's to set 
H by the exact time, and the head of the establishment 




*^k it out of my hand and proceeded to set it for me. 
"*^iien he said, " She is four minutes slow — regulator wants 
Pushing up." 

I tried to stop him — tried to make him understand that 
^*^« watch kept perfect time. But no; all this human 
^"bbage could see was that the watch was four minutes 
^low, and the regulator must be pushed up a little; and so, 
"^hile I danced around him in anguish and beseeched him 
"to let the watch alone, he calmly and cruelly did the shame- 
ful deed. My watch began to gain. It gained faster 
clay by day. Within the week it sickened in a raging 
fever, and its pulse went up to a hundred and fifty in the 
shade. At the end of two months it had left all the time- 
pieces of the town far in the rear, and was a fraction over 
thirteen days of the almanac. It was away into November 
enjoying the snow, while the October leaves were §tilt 
taming. It hurried up house rent, bills payable, and such 
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things, in such a ruinous way that I could not abide it. I 
took it to the watchmaker to be regulated. lie asked me 
if I had it repaired. I said no, it had never needed repair- 
ing. He looked a look of vicious happiness and eagerly 
pried the watch open, then put a small dice-box into his 
eyes and peered into its machinery. He said it wanted 
cleaning and oiling, besides regulating — come in a week. 

After being cleaned and oiled and regulated, my watch 
slowed down to that degree that it ticked like a tolling 
bell. I began to be left by trains, I failed all appoiHt- 
ments, I got to missing my dinner, my watch strung out 
three days' grace to four, and let me go to protest; I 
gradually drifted back into yesterday, then day before, 
then into last week, and by and by the comprehension 
came upon me that, all solitary and alone, I was lingering 
along in week before last, and the world was out of sight. 
I seemed to detect in myself a sort of sneaking fellow-feel- 
ing for the munmiy in the museUm, find a desire to swap 
news with him. I went to the watchmaker again. He 
took the watch all to pieces while I waited, and then said 
the barrel was " swelled." He said he could reduce it in . 
three days. After this the watch averaged well, but no- 
thing more. For half a day it would go like the very mis- 
chief and keep up such a barking, and wheezing, and 
whooping, and sneezing, and snorting, that I could not 
hear myself think for the disturbance; and as long as it 
held out there was not a watch in the land that stood any 
chance against it. But the rest of the day it would keep 
on slowly down and fooling along until all the clocks it 
had left behind caught up again. 

So at last, at the end of twenty-four hours, it would trot 
up to the judge's stand all right and just in time. It would 
show a fair and square average, and no man could say it 
had done more or less than its duty. But a correct 
average is only a mild virtue in a watch, and I took this 
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instrament to another watchmaker. He said the kingbolt 
was broken. I said I was glad it was nothing more seri- 
ous. To tell the plain truth, I had no idea what the king- 
bolt was, but I did not choose to appear ignorant to a 
stranger. He repaired the kingbolt, but what the watch 
gained in one way it lost in another. It would run awhile 
and then stop awhile, and then run awhile again, and so 
on, using its own discretion about the intervals. And every 
time it went off it kicked back like a musket. 

I padded my vest for a few days, but finally took the 
watch to another watchmaker. He picked it all to pieces 
and turned the ruin over and over under his glass; and 
then he said there appeared to be something the matter 
with the hair trigger. He fixed it and gave it a fresh start. 
It did well now, except that always at ten minutes to ten 
the hands would shut together like a pair of scissors, and 
from that time forth they would travel together. The 
oldest man in the world could not make head or tail of the 
time of day by such a watch, and so I went again to have 
it repaired. This person said that the crystal had got 
bent, and that the main-spring was not straight. He also 
remarked that part of the works needed half-soling. 

He made these things all right, and then ray time-piece 
performed unexceplionally, save that now and then, after 
working along quietly for eight hours everything inside 
would let go all of a sudden and begin to buzz like a bee, 
and the hands would straightway begin to spin round and 
round so fast that their individuality was lost completely, 
and they simply seemed a delicate spider's web over the 
face of the watch. She would reel off the next twenty- 
four hours in six or seven minutes, then stop with a bang. 
I went with a heavy heart to one more watchmaker, and 
looked on while he took her to pieces. Then I prepared 
to cross- question him rigidly, for this thing was getting 
serious. The watch had cost two hundred dollars origin- 
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ally, and I seemed to have paid out two or three thousand 
for repairs. While I waited and looked on, I presently- 
recognized in this watchmaker an old acquaintance — a 
steamboat engineer of other days, and not a good engineer 
either. He examined all the parts carefully, just as the 
other watchmakers had done, and then delivered his 
verdict with the same confidence of manner. 

He said : " She makes too much steam — you want to 
hang the monkey-wrench on the safety-valve !" 

I brained him on the spot and had him buried at my own 
expense. 

My uncle William (now deceased, alas !) used to say that 
a good horse was a good horse until it had run away once, 
and that a good watch was a good watch until the re- 
pairers got a chance at it. And he used to wonder what 
became of all the unsuccessful tinkers, and gunsmiths, and 
shoemakers, and blacksmiths, but nobody could ever tell 
him. 



Sympathetic. 

" See her kiss that ugly dog,** said one gentleman to 
another in a horse car, in a loud whisper calling attention 
to a woman who was lavish with her endearments of a pet 
poodle. She overheard the comment, and, glowering upon 
the unfortunate man, said, in vinegary accents: " It won't 
hurt me if I do." " Oh, I beg your pardon. Madam; but 
my sympathy was wholly with the dog." 



« I've been to Mrs. Tittletattle," said Mrs. Telltale, " and 
the way she ran on about you was perfectly scandalous." 
"So she's been talking about me, has she?" asked Mrs. 
Brown, quietly. "Yes, indeed she has," replied Mrs. 
Telltale with emphasis. "What a nice time you two 
must have had," said Mrs. Brown, with a sweet smile. 
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The Whipping Post. 

BROTHER GARDNER INDORSES IT FOR CERTAIN 

OFFENCES. 

The following open letter was then read : 

Lafayette, Ihd., Aug. 3. 
Brother Gardner — ^Did you, seven or eight weeks since, 
advocate the establishment of the whipping post for petty 
offences ? Please give me a direct answer, in order to decide 
a wager. Solomon White. 

** I did/' said the old man, as he arose, " an' I do now, 
and I shall in de f uchur, onless de need of it passes away. 
In de fust place, does it degrade a man any mo' to warm 
him up wid a rawhide dan it does to put him in jail or sot 
him to poundin' stone on de street ? In de nex' place, kin 
a mean man be degraded ? In de las' place, we am all 
awar' dat not one petty offence in five am punished, 
bekase de law doan' tech it, or bekase it's too much 
expense and trouble to prosecute. Sartin pussons make a 
bizness of loafin'. How many of em' kin you convict of 
vagrancy ? Sartin pussons insult lone women on de street. 
How many of 'em have eber been jailed ? Dar am a 
dozen oder 'fenses dat de law doan' tackle, or if it does de 
'fenders git cl'ar. What punishment am it to a loafer to 
go to jail .for a month ? He gits plenty to eat and a good 
bed to sleep on, an' gains five pounds of fat. If dat same 
man was tied up, an' thirty lashes laid agin' his bar' back, 
he'd open his eyes pow'rful wide. Go on de ribber, go on 
de kyars, walk on de street, an' you find de loafer. He 
pushes, an' crowds, an' abuses, an' insults. What can you 
do wid him ? Make complaint, an' de law will play wid 
him an' let him go. Let an officer give him a soun' 
flogging', an' his hat would come down off his ear in no 
time. De whippin' post may be barbarous, but what do 
do ye call it when a loafer f oilers your wife frew de 
street ? It may be degradin', but what de ye call it when 
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three dranken loafers take possesshun of a 'scurshnn-boat 
an' knock men down an' frighten women half to death ? 
Take a tramp, a loafer, a drunkard, or a petty thief, tie 
him to a whippin' post, an' play a rawhide on his back fur 
five minutes, an' you have done rao' to make dat ncian re- 
spect de power of de law an' de rights of odder men dan 
any workhouse sentence could do." 



Deaf Hunter's Politics. 

During the war they had down in Florida a shrewd old 
fellow known as "Old Hunter." "Everybody knew him. 
He was deaf as a post, and through his dealings and his 
shrewdness he managed completely to hide his sympathy 
for either party during the war. It was suspected, how- 
ever, that he was with the Confederates at heart. 

Every means had been tried by the Union officers to pro- 
cure from him some admission of preference, but of no 
avail. When reduced to a corner, he never lacked an ex- 
pedient to get himself out. But one day a Union captain 
put up a bet that he could tap him and get his secret. 
He accordingly went up to Hunter's and skirmished 
around but not one hint could he get. He would be deaf 
to all questions that were unpleasant, and the inquirer was 
baffled. At last there came two large bull-dogs into his 
store, fierce fellows, and exactly alike. 

" Fine dogs, those," yelled the inquisitor in his ear. 

" Yes," was the reply. 

" What are their names ?" in the same loud tone. 

" Wall," said the old man, " I call one Beauregard and 
'tother McClellan." 

"You do?" shouted the inquirer, "which one do you 
like the best ?" 

" Ohi, wall," said he, with a twinkle in his eye, " both on 
'cm is as ugly as the devil." 
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. * 

The captain paid the bet. 

The next day he was drinking in Hunter's store, and, 
taking advantage of the old man's deafness, proposed a 
toast. 

" Here's to old Hunter, the two-sided old villain ; may 
he be kicked to death by mules, and his body be sunk in 
the sea a hundred fathoms deep. May no prayer be said 
over him, and may his blind soul wander rayless through 
all eternity." 

The toast was drunk with great glee, in which the old 
man joined. 

** The same to yourselves, gentlemen," said he, " The 
same to yourselves." 

Of course he had not heard a word that was said I — 
8(xn Mranciaeif Argonaut. 



How Biddy Boiled the Eggs. 

A FAMiLT in Newburyport employs a cook who has been 
in this country but a few weeks. The other day Biddv 
was told by her nListre^<s to boil some eggs, and a three- 
minute sand glass was entrusted to her, and it was ex- 
plained that the eggs should be boiled just as long as the 
sand was running, and then they would be right. Just 
before the time for the meal the lady of the house went to 
the kitchen to see how the cooking was coming on. On 
looking into the operation of boiling the eggs, she found 
that the cook had put the three-minute glass in with the 
eggs to boil, and was waiting for the sand to run out in 
that position. 

An Irish lady was so much on her guard against betray- 
ing her national accent that she is reported to have spoken 
of the ^'creature of Vesuvius," fearing that the crater would 
betray her again. 
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Botation in Office. 

John W. Forney, in " Anecdotes of Public Men," tells 
the following : 

After Jackson's first election in 1828, a strong effort was 

made to remove General , an old Revolutionary 

soldier, at that time postmaster in one of the principal 
New York towns. He had been so fierce an Adams man 
that the Jackson men determined to displace him. He 
was no stranger to Jackson, who knew him well, and was 
conscious of his private worth and jmblic services. 

As Mr. Van Buren was then Jackson's Secretary of 
State, the combination against the soldier was powerful. 
The old postmaster, knowing that these two political 
masters were against him, called upon the President 
immediately upon his arrival, and was most courteously- 
received and requested to call again, which he did several 
times, but nothing was said about the post-office. Finally 
the politicians finished their protest and sent it forward to 
Mr. Wright, with the request that it should be delivered at 
the first opportunity. The old postmaster heard from his 
friends at home that the important document was on its 
way, so he resolved on a coup de main. The next day- 
there was a Presidential reception, and among the early- 
visitors was General . After a cordial greeting by 

Jackson, he quietly took his seat and waited until the long 
train of visitors had duly saluted the nation's chief and 
passed through the grand east room on their way home. 
The President turned to hid venerable guest in some sur- 
prise as he noticed him still seated on one of the sofas, and 
entered into familiar conversation with him, when, to his 
surprise, the old soldier said : " General Jackson, I have 
come here to talk to you about my office. The politicians 
want to take it from me, and they know that I have noth- 
ing else to live upon." The President made no reply till 
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the aged postmaster began to take off bis coat in the most 
excited manner, when Old Hickory broke oat with the 
inquiry, " What in Heaven's name are you going to do ? 
Why do you take off your coat in this public place ?" 
" Well, sir, I am going to show you my wounds, which I 
received in fighting for my country against the English.'' 
"Put on your coat at onco, sir !" was the reply ; "I am 
surprised that a man of your age should make such an ex- 
hibition of himself," and the eyes of the iron President 
were suffused with tears, as without another word he bade 
his ancient foe good evening. The very next night the 
crafty and able New York politician called at the White 
House and sent in his card. He was immediately ushered 
into the presence, and found Jackson in a loose gown 
seated before a wood-fire quietly smoking his pipe. 

After the ordinary courtesies had been exchanged, the 
politician opened his budget. He represented the district 
from which the venerable postmaster hailed ; said the 
latter had been known as a very active advocate of John 
Quincy Adams ; that he had literally forfeited his place 
by his earnest opposition to the Jackson men, and that if 
he was not removed the new administration would be seri- 
ously injured. He had hardly finished the last sentence 
when Jackson sprang to his feet, flung his pipe into the 
fire and exclaimed, " I take the consequences, sir — I take 
the consequences. By the Eternal, I will not remove the 
old man — I cannot remove him. Wli}-, Mr. Wnght, do 
you know that he carries more than a pound of 
British lead in his body?" That was the last of it. He 
who was stronger than courts, courtiers, or cabinets, pro- 
nounced his fiat, and the happy old postmaster next day 
took the stage and returned home rejoicing. 



A Boston man proposes to start a new paper and call it 
The UmbreUa^ because everybody will take it. 



58 HaI Ha!I Ha!!! 

The Generous Young Man, 

A GENEBOUS young man, having taken a bundle of 
clothing to the relief rooms Saturday afternoon, asked if 
they wanted help, for, having a little leisure, he was wil- 
ling to lend a hand. They welcomed him gladly. So he 
off with his coat and worked like a major until dusk. 
Then looking around for his coat, it could nowhere be 
found. 

" What did you do with that coat — same stuff as my 
breeches and vest ?" he asked. 

" Why," said one of the packers, " I thought it was a 
contribution, and packed it up among the other things." 

" Where is it ?" asked the young man in great excite- 
ment. 

" Up the river," was the reply. 

"Up the river! What the blank is it doing up the 
river ?" 

" On its way to the sufferers. Was it a nice coat ?" 

" A nice coat I 1 should say it was a nice coat. I put 
it on bran new last Sunday. There was |21 in my 
pocketbook in the inside pocket, and three new silk hand- 
kerchiefs I bought this afternoon." 

The young man had to wear home one of the " burnt- 
out's" garments, and some " sufferer " up the lake will be 
lost in admiration at the benevolence of the Detroit people 
when he " goes through " that coat. 



The Kind of Little Boys who Go to Heaven. 

The teacher had grown eloquent in picturing to his little 
pupils the beauties of heaven, and he finally asked: " Wliat 
kind of little boys go to heaven ?" A lively four-year-old 
boy, with kicking boots, flourished his fist. ** Well, yoi 
may answer," said the teacher. " Dead ones I" the little 
feUow shouted, at the extent of his lungs. 
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Florence's Entertaining Companion. 

Once, during a tour in the Western States, writes Mr. 
Florence, the actor, an incident occurred in which I rather 
think I played the victim. We were en route from Cleve- 
land to Cincinnati, an eight or ten hours' journey. After 
seeing my wife comfortably seated, I walked forward to 
the smoking car, and, taking the only unoccupied place, 
pulled out my cigar-case, and offered a cigar to my next 
neighbor. He was about sixty years of age, gentlemanly 
in appearance, and of a somewhat reserved and bashful- 
mein. He gracefully accepted the cigar, and in a few 
minutes we were engaged in conversation, 

" Are you going far West ?" I inquired. 

" Merely as far as Columbus." (Columbus, I may ex- 
plain, in the capital of Ohio.) " And you, sir ?" he added 
interrogatively. 

" I am journeying towards Cincinnati. . I am a theatri- 
cal man, and play there to morrow." I was a young man 
then, and fond of avowing my profession. 

"Oh, indeed 1 Your face seemed familiar to me as you 
entered the car. I ami confident we have met before." 

" I have acted almost in every State in the Union," said 
I half patronizingly. " Mrs. Florence and I are pretty 
generally known throughout the Northwest." 

" Bless me 1" said the stranger, in surprise, " 1 have seen 
you act many times, sir; and the recollection of Mrs. 
Florence's ' Yankee Girl,' with her quaint songs, is still 
fresh in my memory." 

" Do you propose remaining long in Columbus ?" 

" Yes, for seven years," replied my companion. 

Thus we chatted for an hour or two. At length my 
attention was attracted to a little red-faced man, with small, 
sharp eyes, who sat immediately opposite us, and amused 
himself by sucking the knob of a large walking stick which 
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lie carried caressingly in his hand. He had more than once 
glanced at me in a knowing manner, and now and then 
giving a sly wink and shake of the head at me, as much 
as to say, " Oh, old fellow, I know you, too !" 

These attentions were so marked that I finally asked my 
companion if he had noticed them. 

"That man acts like a lunatic," said I sotto voce. 

" A poor, half-witted fellow, possibly," replied my fel- 
low-traveler. " In your travels through the country, Mr. 
Florence, you must have often met such strange charac- 
ters." 

We had now reached Crestline, the dining station, and, 
after thanking the stranger for the agreeable way in which 
he h^d enabled me to pass the. journey up to this point, I 
asked him if he would join Mrs. Florence and myself at 
dinner. This produced an extraordinary series of glimaces 
and winks from the red-faced party aforesaid. The invi- 
tation to dinner was politely declined. 

The repast over, our train sped on towards Cincinnati. 
I told my wife that in the smoking car I had met a most 
entertaining gentleman, who was well posted in theatricals, 
and was on his way to Columbus. She suggested that I 
should bring him into our car and present him to her. I 
returned to the smoking car and proposed that the gentle- 
man should accompany me to see Mrs. Florence. The 
proposal made the red-faced man undergo a species of spas- 
modic convulsions which set the occupants of the car into 
roars of laughter. 

" No, I thank you," said my friend, " I feel obliged to 
you for the courtesy, but I prefer the smoking car. Have 
you another cigar ?" 

" Yes," said I, producing another Partaga. 

I again sat by his side, and once more our conversation 
began and we became quite fraternal. We talked about 
theaters and theatricals, and then adverted to political 
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economy, the state of the country, finance, and commerce 
in turn, our intimacy evidently affording intense amuse- 
ment to the fox-eyed party near us. 

Finally the shrill sound of the whistle and the entrance 
of the conductor indicated that we had arrived at Colum- 
bus, and the train soon stopped at the station. 

" Come," said the red-faced individual, now rising from 
his seat and tapping my companion on the shoulder, ^^ this 
is your station, old man." 

My friend rose with some difficulty, dragging his hitherto 
concealed foot from under the seat, when, for the first time, 
I discovered that he was shackled, and was a prisoner in 
charge of the sheriff, going for seven years to the State 
Prison at Columbus. 



She Forgot Ms Name. 

A PRETENDED " widow" wrotc asking what steps she 
should take to secure a pension on account of the death of 
her husband, who had served in the army during the war. 
To the question : " What was the nam e of the dead soldier ?" 
she replied as follows : 

"Although I cannot give my husband's name, nor de- 
scribe him, I insist that he was killed in the army; else 
where is he, and why so long gone ? For surely, of all the 
brave boys who left home and friends to fight for our 
country, one must have been my husband, and for the sake 
of that unnamed, unknown grave where my dear brave boy 
is sleeping his last long sleep, I have never married. I 
think I have told you all you will care to know, as you are 
only interested in pensions, and I am not a pensioner. I 
have said many times that my husband died in the army, 
never thinking I should be called to account for it. But 
you won't forget the poor little unknown widow, will 
you ?" 
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Bube Hoffenstein's Gonrtship. 

'* Herman, do you still go around mit Rachel Goslin- 
ski ?" said Hoffenstein. 

" Yes, sir," replied the clerk. "I dakes her out some- 
dimes ven I don't got noding to do." 

" Veil, you must keep on daking her ond, because she 
vas velty, you know, und you don't find dem often dese 
days. Ven I vas making love mit my vife, Leah Heiden- 
heimer, I haf a great deal of drouble, but I nefer veakens. 
Old man Moses Heidenheimer's blace vas in de gountry 
aboud von mile from Vickspurg, und I used to go oud dere 
to see Leah. Von day, vile I vos baying a visit to Leah, 
her leetle broder Levi gomes running in de house to his 
fader und says : * Pa, de old prindle cow has proke de 
fence all down, und vas in de field mit de corn.' 

" I dinks it vill make a good umbression on old man 
Heidenheimer, und I says : * Misder Heidenheimer, you 
sday in de house und I vill go und drive de cow avay.' 
Leah she says : " Mr, Hoffenstein, you petter had keep avay 
from de cow. She vill chase you all around.' * Never 
mind, Miss Leah/ I says ; * I never get sgared in anyding,' 
un ven I sdarted out to de field, old Moses Heidenheimer 
dells me to bust de cow vide oben mit a sdick, und I says 
I vill. Leetle Levi Heidenheimer comes along mit me, 
undil ve git to vere de cow vas. 

" I dinks uf vat a man delis me vonce, und dat vas to 
look at a vild beast in de eye und frown und it vill run 
avay. Herman, venever a man dells you dat, you dell him 
he vas a liar. I looked at de cow, und I frowns, but she don't 
do noddings. I gets a leetle closer, and I frowns some more, 
und vat you dink, de next minute de cow runs at me. 
Shust as I turns around myself to get oud of de vay de 
cow hits me mit her head. 

" My gr-r-acious, Herman, it vas derrible. I feels dat I 
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vas disconnected from myself, und for a vile I dinks dat 
my head was in New Jersey und my legs vas in de Rocky 
Mountains. De cow hits me a gouple uf dimes more mit 
her head, und I gets up und runs dwice faster den I efer 
did, und de cow comes righd afder me. At last I gets to a 
bersimmon sapling vot vas no larger den my arm, und I 
vent up de sapling. Ven I gets up de sapling I looks 
around und sees leetle Levi Heidenheimer sitting on de 
fence swinging his sore foot around, und I dells him to get 
a sdick und make de cow go avay. He asks me if I dinks 
he vas a lunadick, und den he svings his feet some more 
und vistles, und afder avile he dells me as long as I keeps 
my grip und de sapling don't preak, dare vas no danger. 

" De vorst of it vas Jacob Heidingsf elder, who vas also 
in love mit Leah, comes along und sees de fix I vas in. I 
asks him to make de cow go avay, und he says, * Vait, Rube, 
undil I go up to de house und get old man Hidenheimer.' 
Veil, Herman, it vas an hour before I got down from vere 
I vas, und Leah und all uf dem laughed aboud it, but I 
shust keeps on making love mit her undil ve vas married. 
Regollect, Herman, vile you vas gourting Rachel Goslin- 
sky, don't get discouraged. A veak heart nef er wins nod- 
ing.*' — Nevo Orkana Times, 



" How did you like my sermon this morning ?" asked 
Archdeacon Fisher of Constable. " Very much, indeed, 
Fisher," replied the artist; " I always did like that ser- 
mon 1" This was said to one whom he knew full well 
would take no offense; they were close friends. 



It is not necessary to get up an expedition **to either 
pole" in order to vote twice. It can be done in the city of 
your birth or adoption and with impunity, or, as Mrs. Par- 
tington says, " with perfect impurity." 
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A Gongregation of One. 

The following anecdote is related as having actually 
occurred not many months ago in a large northern seaport 
city in England : It was a Sunday, and it was rain- 
ing as it never did rain but in the vicinity of mercan- 
tile shipping on the first day of the week. The docks 
boasted a little church or bethel, which hoisted the 
Union Jack every Sunday morning, in token that services 
would be held there chiefly for sailors. The clergyman 
who officiated weekly at the bethel happened to be rather 
later than usual on the Sunday morning in question, owing 
to the difficulty he had in getting a cab, the rain having 
caused those vehicles to be in great demand. He arrived, 
however, a few minutes before eleven, and hurriedly bui- 
ding the driver wait for him till service should be over, be 
entered the sacred edifice — to find himself alone there ! 
Probably seafaring men are not more prone to church- 
going in wet weather than their fellow-sinners who live 
ashore ; anyhow, every seat was vacant. The clergyman 
was a zealous man, so he resolved to wait a quarter of an 
hour on the chance of some waif turning up. His pf^tience 
was not unrewarded, for after a lapse of a*fewminutes one 
very wet man came slowly in, and seated himself, with 
some hesitation, on one of the back benches. Even he, 
probably, had only put into that haven under stress of bad 
weather outside, all the public houses and other congenial 
places of shelter being closed. 

Now, our parson was not only a zealous but a consci- 
entious man — not always the same thing — and he resolved 
that, had he but one solitary unit instead of a congrega- 
tion, he would pursue the service in full to the bitter end 
for that unit's benefit — at least, as long as the unit would 
bear it — and he proceeded to do so, and accomplished it. 
At the end of the liturgy, touched probably by the pa- 
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tient endurance of bis auditor, he condescended to address 
him personally, telling him that, since the inclemency of 
the weather — we are not in receipt of information on the 
point, but we feel sure he said inclemency— had prevented 
the usual attendance at the church, he would forego the 
sermon he had prepared, and would content himself with 
a " few remarks." 

This, however, his hearer at once begged him .not to do, 
and expressed a great desire to hear the sermon. So, pleased 
with this evidence of intelligence among the lower orders^ 
and gratified by the effect his eloquence was producing, 
he took the victim at his word, and let him have it. The 
text duly chosen blossomed into firstly, secondly, thirdly, 
fourthly, and lastly; "in conclusion" was followed by 
** one word more," and slill that unit sat on undismayed. 
After it was all over, the preacher came down and shook 
* hands with him, thanking him warmly for his attention, 
his gratification being somewhat diminished when he dis- 
covered the enraptured listener to be his cabman, the sum 
total of whose "half-a-crown an hour for waiting " had 
been materially augmented by the length of the worthy 
divine's discourse. 



Blind as a Bat. 



Gentleman to his rustic servant : " Well Jean, did you 
give the Marquis my note ?'* " Yes, sir; I gave it to him ; 
but there's no use writing him letters; he can't see to 
read them. He's blind— bJind as a bat 1" " Blind !" 
*' Yes, sir; blind. Twice he asked me where my hat was, 
and I had it on my head all the time. Blind as a bat I" 



Love Tour Enemies. 

A CLERGYMAN told an Indian he should love his enemies. 
'* I do," said the latter, " for I love rum and cider." 
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Solid Advice about Mothers-in-Law. 

"I vas dalking mit old Mrs. Robs de oder day, Herman," 
said Hoffenstein, " und she dells me dat she heard you vas 
going to get married in de vinter. Vot haf you to say to 
dat ?» 

Herman looked confused for a moment, but finally con- 
troUing his embarrassment, replied : 

" Veil, I did dink, Misder Hoffenstein, dot I would marry 
Rachel Goslinsky in de vinter, und den 1 dinks dot it 
vould be petter if I vait undil I got a leetle money in de 
pank." 

" Dot vas righd, Herman," said Hoffenstein, with a smile 
of approval. " Safe up your money so dot you vill haf 
someding to sdart mit, und ven you got married dake my 
advice und keep your vife's moder avay. All uf de 
drouble vot I have mit my family vas caused by my vife's • 
moder ven she came to lif mit me afder her husband, old 
Moses Heidenhemer, vas deadt. She dells my vife pefore 
she vas dere a veek dot I must get carpets, und vindow 
curtains, und a whole lot uf oder dings for de house, vot 
cost money you know. 

" My gr-r-acious, Herman, my vife she gets the same 
grazy notions in her beadt, und I dinks at von dime dot de 
exbenses vill prake de sdore up. My vife's moder don'd 
do noding but eadt, und ven she vasn't eadin' she vas 
dalkin' like a vind-mill, und I haf no beace mit my family. 
Somedimes I vished dot she vould get someding de matter 
mit her und die, but she vouldn't. Vhile some uf der best 
beeple around t vere I lif vas dyin' mit der gonsumption 
und der heart disease, dot old voman, Herman, got so fat 
dot she vas a gouple uf dimes bigger dan a car mule. ^ 

" Veil, von day vhen I vas almost grazy rait drouble my 
vife sent vord to me dot her moder vas all divested mit 
der gramps, und dot I must bring a doctor righdt avay. I 

i 
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ven dree miles out uf der way to get te doctor, und 
ven he looked at my vifc's moder und says dot she vas 
deadt, I vas so happy, Herman, dot I feels I could lift my- 
self up mit my suspenders. 

"Der old voman's body veighed ofer two hundred 
bounds, und ven dey brought der coffin to der house I dook 
her up und put her in it mitoudt any drouble. She feels 
to me no more hefy as a leetle fedder, und I could baf put 
her in de coffin if she veighed a dousand bounds. Rec- 
gollect vot I dells you, Herman, und ven you get married 
keep your vife's moder avay." — New Orleans Times 



The New Disease. 

** YouB husband requires rest," said the doctor ao he came 
from the sick-chamber. "He will soon be well; he has a 
bad attack of tickerosis." " Tickerosis, doctor I Why, 
that's a new disease, isn't it?" "Yes; quite new. It is 
caused by watching the tickers in the broker's offices. It 
affects the optic nerve and the spinal column." 



A Nevada Girl's Love Letter, 

" Dear Jimmy, it's all up. We ain't going to get mar- 
ried. Ma says you're too rough, and I guess she's right. 
I'm sorry — but can't you go to Europe and get filed 
down ?" 

Mathews' Last Joke. 

Mathews' attendant, in his last illness, intended to give 
the patient some medicine, but, a few minutes after, it was 
discovered that the medicine was nothing but ink, which 
had been taken from the' phial by mistake, and his friend 
exclaimed : " Good Heavens I Mathews, I have given you 
ink." "Never, never mind, my boy— never mind," said 
Mathews, faintly, ^^ Til swaUow a bit of blotting paper." 
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Horrid Tragedy at the London Fost-Offioe. ^ 

Ix a book published at Berlin, under the title of j 
*' Schultze and Muller in London," is the following pas- i 
sage : " At a quarter to six we went to the great post- 
office. The squeeze was tremendous round the newspaper 
box, where the newspapers are thrust in in bales ; and it 
is, indeed, on a grand scale, since the Times alone has 
16,000,000 subscribers. I warned Schultze not to go so 
near the crush, but he did not hear me. As he was stand- 
ing there, there came a great shock of newspaper boys 
running with bales of newspapers, and throwing them in at 
the window. A bale of newspapers hit Schultze on the 
head ; he loses his balance and tips head forward into the 
bureau ; half-a-dozen officials immediately seize him, stamp 
him in the stomach, and the unhappy Schultze is dispatched 
in an unpaid newspacket to the provinces. At this moment 
the box is closed with a snap. I rush against it and cry, 
* Schultze ! Schultze !' But it was too late ; your un- 
happy son-in-law was already packed in the postcart. I 
ran into the bureau of the postmaster, and demanded back 
your son-in-law. 

" * Is your friend addressed ?' he asks. i^ 

" * No,' I answered. I ' 

" « Very well,' says the Englishman, * M. Schultze will re- \ 
main for six months in the bureau, and if no one applies 
for him he will be burned as a dead letter.' " 



A Cloven Breath. 

When he returned to his seat in the theater and said 
he had just stepped out to see some one, she gravely re- 
ponded, " It must have been the Evil One ;" and when the 
young man asked if she saw the cloven foot, she turned 
up her pretty nose and said, " No, but I smell the cloven 
breath." 
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An Exhortation. 

The following is said to be a verbatim report of the 
" summing up " of a lawj'er for the defendant in a murder 
case recently tried in one of our Southern courts : 

" May it please your honor and gentlemen of the jury, 
the case is as clear as ice and sharp to the point as ' No' 
from your sweetheart. 

" Gentlemen, murder is murder, whether committed by 
twelve jurymen or by an humble man like my client. I do 
not deny the fact of my client having killed a man, but is 
that any reason why you should do so ? No such thing 1 
You may bring the prisoner in guilty; the hangman may 
do his duty, but will that exonerate you ? No such thing 1 
In that case you will be all murderers; and who among you 
is prepared to have the brand of Cain stamped on his brow ? 
Who, freemen ! who, in this land of liberty and light ? 
Gentlemen, I will pledge my word that not one of you has 
a bowie knife or a pistol in his pocket. No, gentlemen, 
your pockets are odoriferous with the perfume of cigar 
cases and tobacco. You can smoke the tobacco of recti- 
tude in the pipe of peaceful conscience; but hang my un- 
fortunate client, and the scaly alligators of remorse will 
gallop through the internal principles of your animal ver- 
tebrae until the spinal column of your anatomical construc- 
tion is turned into a railroad for the grim and gory 
goblins of despair. Gentlemen, beware of committing 
murder — beware, I say, of meddling with the eternal pre- 
rogative. Beware, I say ! Remember the fate of the 
man who attempted to steady the ark, and tremble ! Gen- 
tremen, I abjure you by the manumitted ghosts of tempo- 
ral sanctity to do no murder. I abjure you by the name 
of woman — the mainspring of the ticking timepiece of 
Time's theoretical transmigration — ^to do no murder. I 
abjure you by the love you have for the esculent and con- 
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dimental gnsto of our native pumpkin — to do no murder. 
I abjure you by the stars set in the flying ensign of our 
emancipated country — to do no murder. I abjure you by 
the American Eagle, that whipped the universal game cock 
of creation, and now sits resting on the magnetic telegraph 
of Time's theoretical transmigration — to do no murder. 
And, lastly, if ever you expect to wear long-tailed coats, if 
ever you expect free dogs not to bark at you, if ever you 
expect to wear boots made of the free hide of the Rocky 
Mountain buffalo, and — ^to sum up all — ^if ever you expect 
to be anything but a set of sneaking small ends of human- 
ity, whittled down to indistinctibility, acquit my client and 
save your country." 



Preaching and Practicing. 

A GOOD old elder of the neighboring town was recently 
invited by a colored minister to preach to the latter's con- 
gregation. He consented, and knowing the faults of the 
members of his brother's congregation took occasion to 
hint at it in the following language : 

^^ Stealing is a besetting sin. The man who steals is 
capable of great crimes. He who steals even a pin will 
steal a chicken or a duck, or a goose or a turkey ; and be 
who steals from his neighbor's hen-roost will steal from his 
stable, and a horse thief will commit murder. My friends, 
if you keep away from your neighbor's chickens you will 
not be suspected of other crimes." The colored minister 
was here called upon to make the closing prayer, which he 
did as follows : 

" Oh, Lord I we thank Thee for the sermon we have 
heard to-day; and, oh, Lord, we hope it will bear fruit 
among aU who heard it; and, oh, Lord ! bless the minister 
who preached, it, and help him, oh, Lord I to practice what 
he preaches,'*^ 






Ha! Ha!! Ha!! I 71 

A Row at the Theater ; or, Greenroom Secrets. 

At the beginning of his theatrical career, Mr. W, J. 
Florence, the popular comedian, played "general utility" 
at the Lyceum Theater, New York, then under the man- 
agement of Mr. John Brougham. Among the new pieces 
produced by that gentleman was one that created no little 
sensation at its first representation. It was called "A Row 
at the Lyceum Theater ; or. Greenroom Secrets'." Each 
member of the company appeared on the stage as himself 
or herself, wearing everyday costume, and the scene was 
the greenroom of the theater. The performance, was 
exceedingly realistic, and went off capitally until the en- 
trance of Miss Buggins, a debutante, who — as previousfy 
arranged — after looking over the part allotted to her, ob- 
jected to the "business*," and insisted on having something 
more tragic. While she was making matters disagree- 
able on the stage, a stout, middle-aged man, dressed in 
Quaker garb, rose in the center of the stalls and ex- 
claimed : 

" That woman looks for all the world like Clementina 1 
Her voice is very like, the form is the same." After a 
pause he added, "It is my wife !" and rushed towards the 
footlights shouting, " Come off the stage, you miserable 
woman !" 

" The audience, at first amused, grew angry, and cries of 
« Put him out 1" " Sit down I" " Police I" rang through 
the house. Tip in the third tier, visible to all, was a red- 
shirted fireman, who loudly threatened he would give 
" Old Broadbrim" a sound thrashing if he attempted to lay 
a hand on the young woman, and was presently seen rush- 
ing down stairs to carry his threat into execution. The 
house was in an uproar; ladies tried to escape from the 
theater, while gentlemen vainly endeavored to restore 
order. At last the irate husband clambered over tLe 
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orchestra, the fireman close behind hiai, to be seized by a 
couple of police officer^, and dragged upon the stage. 
When there, they were made to face the house, and imme- 
diately the regulation semi-circle was formed, the rhymed 
" tag" spoken, and the curtain dropped, almost before the 
bewildered audience had time to recognize in the indig- 
nant liusband, Mr. Brougham himself; the recovered wife, 
Mrs. Brougham; in the red-shirted defender of the young 
woman, Mr. W, J. Florence, and to realize the fact that 
the whole scene had been previously rehearsed, and that 
they had been very cleverly hoaxed. 



An Anecdote of Jefferson tlie Aotor. 

Many years ago Jefferson was playing his famous part 
of Rip Van Winkle at Chicago, and one night went to the 
theater tired out by a long day's fishing. When the 
curtain rose on the third act, it disclosed the white-haired 
Rip deep in his twenty years' nap. Five, ten min- 
utes elapsed, but he did not waken. The audience grew 
impatient, and the prompter uneasy; he supposed the great 
actor knew what he was about, but this was carrying the 
realistic business a little too far. At length the gallery 
waxed uproarious, and yelled their delight at 'One of their 
number inquiring " if there was going to be nineteen years 
more of this snooze business." At this point Jefferson 
snored audibly. Opening a small trap beneath the stage, 
the prompter prodded Rip from below, only to see the 
sleepy comedian fumble in his pocket for an imaginary 
railway ticket and hear him mutter, " Going clear through, 
conductor.'* This was too much for the prompter; he went 
at Rip with a big pin, and with a loud shriek the worthy 
sat up, wide awake to the situation. 



DR. WARNER'S CORALINE CORSET. 

Patented Nov. nth, l°fSB, April »th, and Nov. S3d, 1S80. 



A PERFECT COISirr AT LAST. NO HORE BROKEN WHILEBOSES. 




AfterspendlngovettU,aoaiuexperiineDta, 
vre have per reeled a niHterial for boning Cor- 
sets called COUALINE, which Is vastly su- 
perior lo horn or whalebone. lis advantages 



A REVifiD OF FIVE DOLLARS 



aa —It la more pliable than whalebone, and , 
so adapts itself more readily to the more- 
menls of the body. This makes il much 
more comfortable nnd healthful. 
3d.— It Is not affected br cold, heet, or inolslure. 
4th.— It 19 the cheapest and most serviceable Corset ever made. 
The Coraljne Corset la made throughout of superior materinls, and Is 
warranted in evoi'y respect. If not found entirely satlataetory, the pur- 
chase money will be refunded, price. SX.OO. 

OTHER STYLES AND PRICES. 

The Combination Corset, 

with Shoulder Sti-aps and Tamplco Bust (IJB 

Dr. "Brner'B Flexible Hip Corset, 

Warranted not to break over the hips KISS : 

Dr. Warner's Health Co'set, 

with Skirt ffupporter nnd improved Tampieo Budt, v.;.'t 

Dr. Warner's Nursing Corset, 

Same b» Health Corset, but In the center of each bust there is an 
opening with an adjustable cover, which admirably ndapts It 
to the naniB of mothers who are nmBlnjc, white or colored. .(1 15 

Dr. Warner's Abdomlnai Corset, 

With extension front, white or colored $2 00 

McCraWs Abdomlnai Corset, 

WltheliMlichip, wbitooroolored. . K 00 

Tampico Dress Fronts, 

The most elegant nnd durable Bosom Pad ever Invented $0 50 

Dr. Warner's Misses' Corset and Skirt Supporter.SO 90 
Wilson's Corset Waist, 

Adnptt-il to all children livoyeHra old and upwards $0 (*5 

Lindsay's Button Clasp Hose Supporters, 

ladies', No.A to 30 

Jlissea', No. B Si 

Childrens', No. C, two attachments 20 

No. D, one " , 13 

Ladies', Ko. E, wHh iHilt tiO 

dfln nrderlne Dr. Warner'?' Corset, order a size about two inchei" 
smaller than the walal □icasnn)' over the dress. 

Address OEM MANUFACTURING CO., 

J. B. Jackso.v, Troas. 11 f.VSSOTt %T., ^.^-Vi \i(iV."t. VXVS.,-*,,-^. 
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IJOOKS OF A3IUSEMENT. 

I*ap«r. Iloiird. 

How to Amuse an Evening Party iJOc. "JCc. 

Parlor Theatricals . . , 30c. oOc. 

Amateur Theatricals and Fairy-Tale Dramas. . 30c. 50c. 

Frost's Dramatic ProVerhs and Charades 30c. 50c. 

Frost's Parlor Acting Charades 30c. 50c.. 

Nugenfs Burlesque and Musical Acting Cha- 
rades 89c. 50c. 

Hudson's Private Theatricals for Home Per- 
formance 30c. 50o. 

Frost's Book of Tableaux and Shadow Panto- 
mimes 30c. Mkt. 

Holmes' Very Little Dialogues for Very Little 

Folks.... 30c. 50c. 

The Sociable ; or, One Thousand and One cioth. 

Home Amusements $1.50 

I Amateur Amusements 1.00 

3IISCEL.L.ANEOUS. 

Paper. Kourd. 

New York Illustrated 75c. 

Selections for Autograph Albums 30c. 50c. 

J)irk's Original Album Verses and Acrostics. . . 50c. 75c. 

Japifhese Fate Book 30c. 50<*. 

Temperance Recitation Books 2 jc. 

History of the Assassination of James A. tioth. 

Garfield 5Uc. $1.00 

Poets of America l.oO 

American Popular Di<*tionary r5c. 

Scientific American Reference Book, gilt edges, 25c. 

MISCELLANKOUS G001>S. 

I Ity Mnil. 

A Handsome Portfolio Writing Desk 7.")<-. 

Tidy Fastener per dozen, 05c. 

Stylograph ic Pen $1.75 

Gold Badges for all Societies All prices. 
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